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he  fired  at  the  beast,  and  it  fell  with  a  ball  in  its  brain.  Both  Chinamen  were 
frantic  with  fear-  “That  settles  him,  Et!”  lamrhed  Wild. 
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CHAPTER  I.— At  Silver  City. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners  were  sit¬ 
ting  comfortably  on  the  porch  of  the  principal 
hotel  in  Silver  City,  New  Mexico,  one  afternoon, 
a  few  years  ago,  when  that  part  of  the  wild 
West  was  in  a  more  unsettled  state  than  now. 
They  had  struck  the  town  at  noon  and,  after  be¬ 
ing  fed  in  good  shape  and  having  satisfied  them¬ 
selves  that  their  horses  were  receiving  proper 
attention,  they  lighted  cigars  and  prepared  to 
take  it  easy.  Silver  City,  at  the  time  of  which 
we  write,  was  one  of  the  real  hustling  mining 
towns  of  that  part  of  the  country.  Though  sur¬ 
rounded  by  a  rich  farming  and  grazing  country, 
the  mining  of  gold,  silver  and  copper  formed  the 
principal  industry. 

Nights,  after  working  hours,  the  town  was 
thronged  with  a  lively  crowd,  but  during  the  day 
ft  might  be  called  dull,  except  when  a  band  of 
cowboys  rode  in  from  some  ranch  and  woke 
things*  up.  As  we  find  our  hero  and  his  partners, 
quiet  reigned  supreme  on  the  street.  Only  an 
occasional  passerby  could  be  seen,  and  the  team 
of  lazy  mules  hitched  to  a  farm  wagon  that 
stood  in  front  of  the  hotel  flicked  their  ears  and 
switched  their  tails  at  the  little  flies  that  pes¬ 
tered  them.  Suddenly  Cheyenne  Charlie  said: 

“Here  comes  a  couple  of  riders.  I  reckon  we’ll 
have  somethin’  ter  look  at,  besides  ther  shanties 
an’  stores  jm'  saloons  now,  boys.  It’s  a  man  an’ 
a  woman,  if  I  ain’t ‘mistaken.” 

Sure  enough,  a  couple  could  be  seen  riding  up 
the  long  street  that  extended  to  the  mountain 
trail  to  the  north.  As  they  drew  nearer  it  could 
he  seen  that  they  were  a  young  couple,  too.  Just 
then  the  man  who  had  left  the  mule  team  in 
front  of  the  hotel  came  out  of  the  barroom,  fol¬ 
lowed  by  the  boss  of  the  place.  They  quickly 
turned  their  gaze  in  the  direction  Young  Wild 
West  and  his  partners  were  looking. 

“Hello!”  exclaimed  the  landlord,  nodding  his 
head  in  an  approving  way.  “Here  comes  ther 
bride  an’  groom.  It’s  ther  first  time  Will  Hadley 
has  showed  up  in  town  since  his  marriage  ter 
Pete  Barry's  daughter.  Every  one  allowed  that 
h  wa-  a  peculiar  sort  of  a  match,  since  ther  gal 
was  brought  up  on  a  ranch  an’  Hadley  was  sich 
a  dude.  But  one  thing  about  it,  they’re  a  putty 
rood-iookir  couple,  an’,  from  what  I  know  of 
>ir.  both,  neither  one  made  a  mistake  when  they 
ct&od  afore  ther  preacher  ter  git  ther  knot  tied.” 


“That’s  right,”  nodded  the  mule  driver.  “Will 
Hadley  is  well  liked  by  ther  men  what  works  at 
ther  smelter.  He  is  mighty  slick  at  his  business, 
an’  he  kin  pay  off  ther  crowd  when  payday  comes 
jest  about  twice  as  quick  as  ther  galoot  they 
had  there  afore  could.  My!  But  see  how  they’re 
rigged  out!  They’re  both  got  huntin’  rigs  on.” 

“An’  there  comes  an  Injun  an’  a  squaw  be¬ 
hind  ’em,  both  leadin’  pack  horses.  I  reckon 
Hadley  an’  his  bride  is  goin’  on  a  little  huntin’ 
trip  ter  make  their  honeymoon  a  little  excitin’.” 

The  couple  rode  up  and  halted  before  the 
hotel. 

“Hello,  Bennet!  Hello,  Tom!”  called  out  the 
young  man,  smiling  at  the  landlord  of  the  hotel 
and  the  mule  driver  near  him.  “What  are  you 
looking  so  surprised  about  ?  Why  don’t  you  con¬ 
gratulate  me  for  having  married  the  prettiest  and 
best  gal  in  all  New  Mexico?” 

“We  do,  Will  Hadley,”  came  the  reply;  and 
thdn  they  rushed  out  and  shook  hands  with  the 
couple. 

“We  are  going  on  a  week’s  hunt  in  the  hills,” 
explained  Hadley,  after  the  .congratulations  were 
over.  “That  is,  if  we  can  induce  Buck  Stewart 
to  go  with  us  as  a  guide.  We  figured  that  it 
would  be  no  trouble  in  doing  that,  so  we  got 
ready,  with  the  exception  of  buying  the  supplies, 
and  left  the  ranch  at  noon  to-day.  Buck  can  bet¬ 
ter  tell  us  what  we  should  take  with  us  on  such 
a  trip,  you  know.” 

“Yes,  but  Buck  won’t  never  do  ter  go  with  yer 
— not  now,”  answered  the  hotel  keeper,  shaking 
his  head  solemnly. 

“Why,  how  is  that?”  and  Hadley  looked  at  him 
in  surprise. 

“Buck’s  toes  is  turned  straight  fur  ther  sky  at 
this  very  minute,  Will.  Nothin’  ain’t  botherin' 
him,  an’  he  ain’t  botherin’  nobody.  He  got  in  a 
row  with  Rickety  Blake  last  night,  an’  Rickety 
was  jest  about  a  second  quicker  than  he  was.  It 
was  all  over  in  a  jiffy,  Will.” 

“Is  that  so?”  exclaimed  the  young  man.  “Do 
you  mean  to  say  that  Buck  Stewart  is  dead?” 

“Jest  as  dead  as  a  galoot  could  be,  Will.  Rick¬ 
ety  Blake  shot  straight,  an’  they  do  say  that 
Buck  went  out  so  quick  that  ther  chances  is  that 
he  didn’t  hear  ther  bark  of  ther  gun  what  done 
him.” 

“That  is  too  bad,”  said  Will,  turning  to  his 
bride.  “Now  I  don’t  know  who  we  could  possibly 
get  to  go  with  us  on  our  hunt  in  the  hills.  I 
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would  hate  to  give  it  up,  Jennie.  You  know  how 
we  have  talked  and  planned.  You  are  going  to 
teach  me  to  be  a  deadshot — at  least,  that  was  the 
way  we  had  figured  it  out.  I  was  certain  that 
we  could  depend  upon  Buck  Stewart  to  go  as  a 
guide;  but  now  he  is  dead.” 

The  giH  turned  and  looked  at  the  waiting  In¬ 
dian  behind  them.  Then  she  shook  her  head. 

“I  wouldn’t  trust  him  without  some  one  else 
was  along  with  us,”  she  said.  “You  know  what 
dad  said,  Will.” 

“Yes,  I  know,”  was  the  reply,  as  the  young 
man  nodded  and  acted  as  though  he  did  not  want 
the  redskin  servant  to  hear. 

It  happened  just  then  that  the  girls  belong¬ 
ing  to  the  party  led  by  Young  Wild  West  came 
out  on  the  porch.  There  were  charming  Arietta 
Murdock,  the  golden-haired  sweetheart  of  our 
hero;  Anna,  the  wife  of  Cheyenne  Charlie,  and 
EJloise  Gardner,  the  sweetheart  of  Jim  Dart.  As 
they  all  wore  costumes  that  were  a  combination 
of  riding  and  hunting  rigs,  it  was  not  strange 
that  the  young  married  couple,  who  had  been  so 
disappointed  to  hear  that  their  guide  was  dead, 
should  take  particular  notice  of  them.  From  the 
girls  their  eyes  turned  to  the  three  who  had  been 
sitting  on  the  porch  when  they  rode  up.  For  the 
first  time  they  noticed  that  there  was  something 
about  one  of  them  that  wa S  distinguished,  to  say 
the  least. 

“Who  are  those  people,  Bennet?”  asked  Will 
Had 'ey,  in  a  low  tone  of  voice. 

“That’s  Young  Wild  West  an’  his  friends,”  was 
the  reply.  “I  feel  it  quite  an  honor  ter  have  ’em 
stoppin’  at  ther  hotel.  You've  heard  of  Young 
Wild  West,  of  course?” 

“I  have,”  spoke  up  the  bride,  nodding  and  look¬ 
ing  pleased.  “He  is  the  champion  deadshot  of 
the  West,  either  with  rifle  or  revolver.  Will,  if 
we  could  onK  *gct  him  to  take  us  on  our  hunt  in 
the  hills!  It  may  be  that  they  would  all  be  only 
too  glad  to  put  in  a  week  with  a  newly  married 
couple.  Mr.  Bennet,  suppose  you  introduce  us  ? 
I’m  just  the  one  to  let  them  know  the  difficulty 
we  are  in,  you  bet!” 

Hadley  smiled  at  the  way  his  wife  spoke.  He 
had  been  brought  up  in  a  city  of  the  East,  and, 
though  he  had  wooed  and  won  a  ranch  girl,  whose 
schooling  had  not  been  of  the  best,  he  had  not 
yet  got  over  being  amused  at  the  way  she  talk¬ 
ed. 

“Sartin,  I’ll  introjuce  yer!”  the  landlord  re¬ 
torted.  “I  reckon  they’ll  be  right  glad  ter  meet 
yer,  too.” 

Then  he  walked  back  to  the  porch  and  said 
something  that  caused  the  eyes  of  the  six  sitting 
there  to  turn  upon  the  mountain  bride  and  groom 
in  the  road. 

“Young  Wild  West,"  said  Bennet,  loud  enough 
to  be  heard  a  hundred  yards  away  and  flourishing 
his  hand  at  the  same  time,  “I  take  particular 
leasure  in  lntrojucln’  you  an’  your  friends  ter 
Ir.  and  Mrs.  Will  Hadley,  which  has  only  been 
married  about  a  week,  and  which  is  very  well 
thought  of  by  all  them  what  knows  ’em.” 

The  landlord  bowed  low,  and  our  friends  arose 
and  greeted  the  couple.  Then  Hadley  and  his 
wife  lode  up  close  to  the  poroh  and  dismounted. 
He  put  out  his  hand  to  \  oung  Wild  West,  and 
then  the  boy  introduced  the  rest,  calling  each  by 
*anie  as  they  shook  hands  with  the  couple.  There 


is  nothing  formal  about  a  genuine  Western  in¬ 
troduction.  In  just  five  minutes  all  hands  were 
talking  away  at  a  lively  rate,  and  the  way  the 
bride  talked  with  Young  Wild  West’s  sweetheart 
would  have  made  one  believe  that  she  had  really 
known  her  all  her  life.  It  was  only  natural  that 
Hadley  should  confine  himself  mostly  to  the  dash¬ 
ing  young  deadshot,  and  the  more  he  talked,  he 
better  he  liked  him. 

“You  are  really  but  a  boy,  Young  Wild  West,” 
he  said,  as  he  looked  at  the  athletic  form  of  our 
hero.  “And  yet  they  say  you  are  the  champion 
rifle  and  revolver  shot  of  the  West.  You  must 
have  been  taught  to  shoot  when  you  were  very 
young.” 

“Well,  I  started  in  before  I  was  able  to  hold  a 
gun  out  straight,  I  reckon.  I  have  kept  right  at 
it  ever  since,  and,  though  I  am  only  a  boy,  I  sup¬ 
pose  I  practiced  a  great  deal  more  than  a  great 
many  men  have.  I  don’t  call  myself  a  champion; 
it  is  others  who  have  given  me  that  title.  But  I 
am  always  ready  to  enter  a  shooting  match  with 
any  one  who  has  an  idea  that  he  is  a  world  beat¬ 
er.  I  have  been  pretty  lucky  in  all  the  contests 
I  have  been  in.  Many  times  I  have  met  those 
who  could  shoot  as  well  as  I,  but  did  not  have 
the  coolness  about  them  to  win  out  in  critical 
times.  There  is  only  one  thing  about  shooting 
that  makes  you  successful,  and  that  is  to  be  sure 
that  you  have  your  target  covered  before  you  put 
the  finishing  touch  to  the  trigger.” 

“I  believe  that  well  enough.  But  I  am  a  rather 
poor  shot  myself,  and  when  I  pull  the  trigger  I 
generally  make  the  muzzle  of  my  gun  move,  and 
that  makes  me  miss  the  target.” 

“Well,  you  don’t  want  to  do  that.  You  should 
be  pressing  the  trigger  while  you  are  finding  the 
bull’s-eye  with  your  eye,  unless  you  have  a  hair- 
trigger  to  handle.” 

Hadley  nodded. 

“I  shall  remember  what  you  say,”  he  assured 
the  dashing  young  deadshot.  “How  I  wish  you 
and  your  friends  would  go  with  us  on  a  hunt  in 
the  hills.  It  would  be  so  pleasant  for  my  wife 
to  have  the  young  ladies  as  companions.  I  don’t 
suppose  I  could  induce  you  to  do  it,  could  I, 
Young  Wild  West?” 

“I  reckon  you  could,  Mr.  Hadley.  If  you  really 
want  us  to  put  in  a  few  days  with  vou  at  hunt¬ 
ing,  just  say  the  word.  We’ll  go,  all*  right.” 

“What!”  - 

The  eyes  of  the  young  man  danced  with  joy. 

“Jennie,”  he  said  excitedly,  turning  to  his  wife, 
“Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  will  go  with 
us!” 

“I  know  it,”  was  the  reply.  “Miss  Murdock  has 
just  told  me  that  they  would  be  onlv  too  glad  to 
go  with  us.” 


CHAFTER  II.— The  Dice  Game. 

It  so  happened  that  Young  Wild  West  and  his 
friends  were  just  in  the  humor  to  take  a  little 
hunting  trip.  They  were  all  fixed  quite  comfort¬ 
ably,  as  far  as  wealth  went,  for  our  hero  had 
been  more  than  successful  in  striking  it  rich  at 
prospecting.  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  his  wife  were 
the  only  ones  old  enough  to  have  property  in 
their  names,  but  what  they  did  have  was  not  all 
theirs,  tor  our  dashing  youmr  hero  was  really  tha 
heaviest  owner. 
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He  bought  and  sold,  just  the  same,  Cheyenne 
Charlie  doing  just  as  he  said,  and  never  was  there 
a  bit  of  friction  in  anything  that  was  transacted. 

The  party  had  merely  dropped  into  Silver  City 
while  on  their  way  from  Tombstone  to  the  south¬ 
ern  part  of  Colorado.  They  were  simply  making 
the  trip  on  horseback  for  the  excitement,  fun 
and  adventure  that  could  be  got  out  of  it.  Now 
that  thev  had  the  opportunity  to  enjoy  a  few 
days  in  the  wilderness  of  the  mountains,  in  com¬ 
pany  with  a  voung  married  couple,  they  all  felt 
delighted.  Will  Hadley,  the  bookkeeper  and  pay¬ 
master  at  the  big  smelting  and  Silver  refining 
works,  was  really  what  might  be  called  a  tender¬ 
foot,  for  he  had  not  been  in  Silver  City  long 
enough  to  get  into  the  ways  of  those  who  lived 
there.  But  he  understood  his  business  thorough- 
lv,  and  his  way  of  managing  things  to  the  satis¬ 
faction  of  all  those  he  came  in  contact  with  made 
him  popular.  He  had  met  the  ranchman’s  daugh¬ 
ter  one  day  at  the  postoflice,  and,  once  he  was 
introduced  to  her,  he  became  much  interested  in 
the  girl.  It  soon  became  generally  known  that 
the  couple  were  “keeping  company,”  as  some  put 
it,  and  then  it  was  not  more  than  a  month  or  two 
before  Ranchman  Pete  Barry  gave  it  out  at  the 
hotel  in  Silver  City  one  day  that  his  daughter 
was  going  to  marry  the  tenderfoot  dude  at  the 
smelter.  The  result  was  that  in  less  than  six 
months  from  the  time  the  two  met  they  were 
married  in  true  Western  style  at  the  ranch.  Will 
Hadley  had  really  made  arrangements  with  Buck 
Stewart,  a  former  hunter  and  guide,  who  worked 
at  the  smelter,  to  take  him  on  a  week’s  hunt  in 
the  hills,  though  he  had  not  designated  the  time. 

But  he  knew  that  he  could  get  the  man  leave 
of  absence,  so  he  went  right  ahead  and  made  all 
preparations.  To  find  that  the  man  was  dead  was 
quite  enough  to  dampen  his  spirits;  but  when 
Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  agreed  to  go 
with  them  he  was  thoroughly  elated.  Though  he 
was  one  of  the  few  in  that  part  of  the  country 
who  had  never  heard  of  Young  Wild  West,  the 
Champion  Deadshot  of  the  West,  he  put  the  ut¬ 
most  confidence  in  the  boy  the  very  minute  he 
began  talking  with  him. 

“Well,  Bennet,”  said  Hadley,  after  the  matter 
bad  been  talked  over,  “I  suppose  we  can  stop  with 
you  overnight?” 

“Yer  sartinly  kin,  Will,”  was  the  reply.  “I’d 
fix  it  so’s  yer  could  if  me  an’  ther  old  woman  had 
ter  give  up  our  room.  You’re  as  white  a  tender¬ 
foot  as  ever  struck  Silver  City,  an’  there  ain’t  no 
one  as  will  say  yer  ain’t.  Come  right  in.  Your 
Injun  kin  take  your  horses  right  around  to  ther 
stable.  I’ll  see  that  him  an’  his  squaw  gits  a 
place  ter  sleep  to-night,  an’  they  kin  eat  in  ther 
Kitchen,  along  with  Young  Wild  West’s  two  Chi¬ 
namen.  This  sartinly  is  a  great  occasion  fur  my 
hou-e.  Ter  have  Young  Wild  West  an’  his  friends 
stoppin’  here,  an’  then  ter  have  a  bridal  couple 
Xe^  come  along  an’  jine  them!  That’s  what  I 
calls  gittin’  up  a  reputation  fur  ther  old  hotel, 
an’  no  mistake!” 

“It  is  quite  an  honor,  isn’t  it?”  said  the  bride, 
with  a  merry  laugh. 

The  two  were  soon  ensconced  at  the  comfort¬ 
able  hotel  quarters,  and  the  more  they  conversed 
♦he  more  they  were  convinced  that  they  had  done 
m'mh  better  in  getting  Young  Wild  West  as  their 

g>:de  than  they  would  have  done  had  they  got 


the  man  they  had  figured  on.  Of  course,  they 
were  very  sorry  to  hear  of  the  death  of  Buck 
Stewart,  and  knowing  the  man  who  had  shot  him 
to  be  anything  but  a  good  character,  Hadley  felt 
not  a  little  bitter  toward  him.  It  was  decided 
that  they  should  set  out  at  eight  o’clock  the  fol¬ 
lowing  morning  and  make  straight  for  the  Diablo 
Range,  which  was  north  of  Silver  City.  Though 
this  range  had  been  prospected  considerably, 
there  were  parts  of  it  where  the  foot  of  white 
man  had  never  trod,  and  it  really  was  about  the 
best  hunting  resort  near  the  town.  But  while 
the  party  were  engaged  in  talking  over  the  pros¬ 
pects  we  will  turn  our  attention  to  the  long  shed 
in  the  rear  of  the  hotel,  which  answered  as  a 
stable,  bam  and  wagon  house.  When  One  Moc¬ 
casin  and  his  squaw  went  around  to  put  up  the 
horses  they  not  only  found  the  hotel  stableman 
there,  but  Young  Wild  West’s  two  Chinese  serv¬ 
ants. 

They  were  named  Hop  Wah  and  Wing  Wah,  and 
they  were  brothers.  Hop  Wah  was  really  the 
more  innocent  looking  of  the  two,  but  that  was  as 
far  as  it  went,  for  he  really  was  a  wonder  in 
certain  ways.  He  was  called  Young  Wild  West’s 
clever  Chinaman,  and  there  wds  a  reason  for  it. 
He  was  a  sleight-of-hand  performer,  a  profession¬ 
al  card  sharp,  a  born  joker  and  liked  whisky, 
which  he  always  called  “tanglefoot.”  But  he  was 
also  a  fixture  to  the  party  for  the  reason  that, 
by  his  cleverness,  he  had  been  the  means  of  sav¬ 
ing  the  lives  of  different  members  of  the  party 
on  more  than  one  occasion.  It  is  safe  to  say  that 
the  clever  Chinaman  could  not  have  been  induced 
to  leave  the  employ  of  Young  Wild  West,  no  mat¬ 
ter  what  wages  were  offered  him.  He  always  had 
a  big  roll  of  money  with  him,  for  he  was  so  good 
with  the  cards  that  he  could  fool  the  best  of 
those  who  tried  to  fleece  him,  and  really  his 
wages  cut  but  little  figure. 

Wing  was  simply  the  cook,  an  honest  Celestial, 
who  had  been  a  little  wild  in  his  day,  but  had 
settled  down,  after  he  had  found  that  his  brother 
eclipsed  him  in  cleverness.  As  the  two  Apaches 
came  to  a  halt  at  the  shed  Hop  was  trying  to  in¬ 
duce  the  stableman  to  go  in  a  little  game  of  dice 
with  him  for  a  dollar  a  throw.  Now,  Indians 
are  inveterate  gamblers,  as  a  rule,  and  when 
One  Moccasin  saw  what  was  going  on,  he  pricked 
up  his  ears  after  the  manner  of  a  horse  scenting 
his  feed. 

“Ugh!”  he  said,  as  he  looked  at  the  three  dice 
the  Chinaman  was  shaking  about  in  the  palm  of 
his  hand.  “Make  shake  for  money?” 

“Lat  light,  Misler  Injun,”  answered  Hop,  smil¬ 
ing  blandly.  “You  likee  thlow  for  um  dollee?” 

“Yes,  Injun  chuck  dice  for  dollar.  One  Mocca¬ 
sin  heap  much  gambler.” 

The  stableman  grinned. 

“Make  it  fifty  cents  a  throw  an’  I’ll  go  in,”  he 
said.  “I  ain’t  very  flush  to-day.”  * 

“Makee  fifty  cents,  len,”  the  clever  Chinaman 
retorted. 

The  stableman  turned  over  an  empty  ban*el, 
and  when  each  had  put  up  the  stakes  the  game 
began.  Meanwhile,  the  squaw  proceeded  to  put 
away  the  horses,  assisted  by  Wing,  who  was  very 
polite  to  her,  though  he  had  no  idea  that  she 
was  to  become  one  of  the  party  for  a  few  days. 
Hop  was  the  first  to  throw  the  dice,  and  when 
they  ceased  rolling  sixteen  was  counted.  Hi 
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picked  up  the  dice  himself,  and  then,  by  aid  of 
lis  sleight-of-hand,  he  passed  three  other  dice  to 
>he  redskin,  keeping  the  ones  he  had  made  the 
'  ;hrow  with.  One  Moccasin  rattled  the  little  cubes 
n  his  hand  and  threw  them  out  on  the  barrel. 

“Seven!”  called  out  the  stableman.  “You  didn’t 
do  much.” 

Then  he  threw  and  got  ten.  Hop  smiled  cheer¬ 
fully  and  took  in  the  money.  They  threw  again 
and  the  Chinaman  won  easily,  as  the  dice  he  used 
were  trick  dice,  containing  only  fives  and  sixes. 
The  lowest  throw  he  could  possibly  make  with 
them  was  fifteen,  so  in  order  to  beat  him  one 
must  have  extraordinary  good  luck.  They  kept 
it  up  until  the  stableman  declared  that  he  was 
broke. 

“You’re  ther  luckiest  galoot  I  ever  seen,”  he 
said  to  Hop,  shaking  his  head  sadly.  “I  reckon 
I  wouldn’t  play  with  you  any  more,  not  if  I  had 
a  bushel  of  money.” 

“Me  no  play  some  more,  too,”  spoke  up  the 
Apache.  “Chinee  too  smart.” 

“Me  velly  muchee  smartee.  Um  Injun  no 
knowee  how  to  thlow  um  dicee,  so  be,”  was  the  re¬ 
tort. 

But  One  Moccasin  would  not  be  taunted  in 
throwing  again,  so  Hop  had  to  be  content  with 
the  three  or  four  dollars  he  had  won.  By  this 
time  the  squaw  had  seen  to  the  horses,  and  as 
she  came  out  and  found  that  the  gambling  game 
had  come  to  an  end  she  spoke  to  her  spouse  in 
the  Apache  tongue,  no  doubt  inquiring  as  to  how 
he  had  made  out.  The  answer  she  got  was  not 
entirely  satisfactory  to  her,  so  she  turned  to  Hop 
and  said: 

“Chinee  cheat!” 

“You  makee  allee  samee  velly  muchee  mistakee, 
so  be,”  was  the  reply.  “Me  allee  samee  play  um 
squar  gamee.” 

But  she  would  not  have  it  that  way. 

“Give  One  Moccasin  his  money!”  she  exclaimed. 

“No!”  said  Hop,  shaking  his  head.  “Me  allee 
samee  keepee.” 

Then  she  went  at  him  and,  catching  him  by 
the  queue,  started  to  pull  him  around. 

“Hip  hi!”  shouted  Hop.  “Letee  go,  so  be!  Me 
no  likee!” 

Attracted  by  the  yells  of  the  Chinaman,  Young 
Wild  West  and  his  partners  came  out  of  the  hotel. 


CHAPTER  III. — A  Mystery  Creeps  Into  Story. 

It  was  easy  for  Wild  and  his  partners  to  guess 
what  was  the  matter,  for  when  they  heard  that 
yell  of  Hop’s  they  always  found  that  he  was  in 
trouble  with  some  one  and  getting  the  worst  of  it. 
Sometimes  they  thought  it  served  him  right,  too, 
and  now  when  they  saw  that  it  was  a  squaw  who 
was  leading  the  Chinaman  a  hard  life  of  it  they 
broke  into  a  laugh.  But  they  hurried  to  the  spot, 
just  the  same,  as  they  did  not  want  to  see  the 
pigtail  pulled  out  by  the  roots.  Love  Light,  as 
she  was  called,  though  for  why  no  one  knew,  since 
she  was  about  as  ugly  looking  as  a  squaw  could 
be,  let  go  her  hold  on  the  Chinaman’s  queue  when 
she  saw  the  three  approaching. 

“What’s  the  matter  here?”  our  hero  asked, 
looking  at  Hop  sternly. 

“tTm  Injine  woman  allee  samee  velly  mad,  so 
be,  Misler  Wild,”  was  the  reply. 


“Yes,  I  see.  But  what  did  she  get  mad  at  you 
for?” 

“Chinee  take  money  from  One  Moccasin,”  spoke 
up  the  suaw.  “He  cheat  with  dice.” 

“Ah!”  exclaimed  Wild.  “I  understand  now. 
Been  doing  a  little  gambling,  eh?  Well,  Hop, 
you  had  better  shell  out  what  you  took  from  the 
redskin.” 

“He  took  my  money,  too,”  spoke  up  the  stable¬ 
man.  “He  won  every  throw,  an’  as  I  didn’t  have 
much,  I  soon  went  broke.” 

“All  right.  He  will  give  you  back  your  money, 
but  just  see  you  don’t  get  into  any  kind  of  gam¬ 
bling  game  with  him  again.  He  will  win  every 
time;  it  is  a  way  he  has,  you  know.” 

Hop  quickly  pulled  out  the  money  he  had  won. 
He  knew  the  exact  amount  he  had  taken  from 
each  of  them,  and  he  did  not  appear  to  be  much 
disappointed  at  having  to  return  it.  But  he  had 
got  used  to  that  long  before,  as  Wild  always 
made  him  refund  money  that  he  had  won  by 
trickery,  unless  it  was  in  a  game  where  cheating 
was  the  whole  thing.  One  Moccasin  and  the  sta¬ 
bleman  seemed  pleased  to  get  their  money  back. 
They  both  looked  at  the  Chinaman  with  distrust 
now,  and  it  was  safe  to  say  they  would  not  try  it 
again  with  him.  The  squaw  smiled  her  approval, 
and,  turning  to  Wild,  said: 

“Me  very  glad.  One  Moccasin  want  to  keep 
money.” 

“Well,  if  he  wants  to  keep  it,  he  had  better 
not  go  into  any  more  games  of  chance,”  was  the 
reply.  “If  he  had  won  the  Chinaman’s  money, 
you  wrould  not  have  said  a  word.  I  understand 
your  feelings,  I  reckon.  When  your  husband 
wins  it  is  all  right,  but  w?hen  he  loses  it  is  all 
wrong.” 

“Boy  is  right,”  was  the  retort,  just  as  though 
she  thought  that  was  the  proper  way  to  be. 

Will  Hadley  and  his  wife  came  out  just  then, 
followed  by  the  girls.  They  all  vTanted  to  know 
what  had  happened,  since  they  had  heard  the 
shouts  of  the  Chinaman.  Wild  quickly  explained. 

“I  am  sorry  wre  brought  them  along,  since  you 
have  a  cook  belonging  to  your  party,”  said  Mrs. 
Hadley,  referring  to  One  Moccasin  and  his  squaw. 

“Where  do  they  belong,  anyhow?”  asked  Chey¬ 
enne  Charlie,  who  always  spoke  about  as  he  felt. 

“They  work  for  dad  on  the  ranch,”  was  the 
reply.  “Mother  couldn’t  hardlv  spare  Love  Light, 
either.  There  is  a  lot  to  do  there  just  now.” 

“Well,  why  don’t  yer  send  ’em  back,  then?” 

“That’s  so,  Jennie,”  spoke  up  Hadley.  “If  we 
have  no  use  for  them,  I  am  sure  they  would  as 
soon  go  back  to  the  ranch.” 

“All  right,  Will;  back  they  go,  then.  We  will 
give  them  their  supper  and  then  put  them  on  the 
back  trail.” 

One  Moccasin  shrugged  his  shoulders,  but  said 
nothing.  This  having  been  settled,  our  hero  went 
to  the  store  with  Hadley  and  the  goods  needed 
were  purchased.  When  supper  time  came  One 
Moccasin  and  his  squaw  were  given  all  they  want¬ 
ed  to  eat,  and  then  they  started  out. 

“I  reckon  that’s  about  the  best  way  to  settle 
it,”  said  our  hero.  “We  don’t  need  any  redskins 
on  a  trip  like  this.  Anyhow,  they  could -not  agree 
with  our  Chinamen.” 

That  evening,  while  they  were  all  sitting  on 
the  porch,  a  man  came  up  and  asked  for  Hadley, 
t  was  Rickety  Blake,  the  man  who  had  shot 
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Pack  Stewart.  The  fellow,  who  was  rough-look- 
in-  anyhow,  had  been  drinking  quite  heavily,  and 
his  manner  was  anything  but  pleasing. 

" \\  hat  is  it,  Rickety?”  the  young  man  asked,  as 
he  followed  him  to  a  tree  near  the  corner  of  the 
hotel. 

“I  come  ter  ask  yer  a  question,”  was  the  re¬ 
ply.  “I  want  ter  know  jest  what  yer  are  goin’ 
up  in  ther  hills  of  ther  Diablo  Range  fur?” 

“Why,  to  sp^nd  a  week  at  hunting,”  replied 
Hadley,  not  a  little  surprised  at  the  question. 

“Huntin’  fur  what?” 

The  query  was  put  in  an  insolent  manner, 
showing  that  the  man  had  doubts  about  some¬ 
thing. 

“For  game,  Blake.  What  else  would  be  go 
hunting  for?” 

“I  reckon  you’re  goin’  fur  somethin’  more  than 
game,  Hadley.  Buck  Stewart  told  yer  about 
somethin’  that  was  likely  ter  be  found  there.  He 
told  yer  how  me  an’  him  met  an  old  Injun  one 
day,  an’  that  ther  Injun  give  us  ter  understand 
that  there  was  a  treasure  buried  up  there  some- 
wheres.  Buck  saved  ther  Injun’s  life,  an’  ther 
redskin  felt  so  grateful  that  he  wanted  ter  do 
somethin’  fur  him.  I  was  with  Buck,  an’  I  heard 
what  was  said  ter  him.  It’s  ther  treasure  what 
he  was  goin’  ter  take  yer  ter  find,  an’  I  know  it. 
That’s  what  me  an’  Buck  quarreled  about,  an’ 
how  I  come  ter  shoot  him.  Now,  you  jest  take  my 
advice  an’  keep  away  from  ther  Diablo  Range,  do 
yer  hear?  That’s  my  huntin’  grounds,  an’  if  I 
catch  you  an’  ther  gang  you’ve  hired  ter  go  with 
yer  around  there,  blood  is  apt  ter  be  spilled. 
There  ain’t  no  use  of  me  sayin’  any  more.  You’ve 
heard  what  I  had  ter  say.  Take  heed,  Will  Had¬ 
ley!  There’s  nothin’  in  ther  hills  fur  you!  If 
ther  treasure  is  there,  it’s  mine!” 

With  that,  the  villain — for  such  he  was,  beyond 
a  question  of  a  doubt — turned  on  his  heel  and 
walked  rapidly  from  the  spot.  Not  a  little  mys¬ 
tified,  for  it  was  all  Greek  to  him,  Will  Hadley 
walked  back  to  those  on  the  porch. 

“What’s  the  matter,  Will?”  asked  his  wife,  as 
she  noticed  that  he  was  much  disturbed  over 
something. 

“I — I  don’t  know  what  to  make  of  it,”  the  young 
man  answered  stammeringly. 

“Don’t  know  what  to  make  of  what,  Will  ?  Tell 
ss  what  that  galoot  said.” 

“I’ll  tell  you,  but  I  don’t  want  any  one  else  to 
hear.” 

Then  he  related,  almost  word  for  word,  what 
Rickety  Blake  had  said.  To  say  that  Young  Wild 
West  was  interested  would  be  putting  it  mildly. 

“Ah!”  he  exclaimed  when  Hadley  had  finished. 
“So  there  is  a  treasure  in  the  hills,  eh?  Well, 
this  makes  it  worth  while,  I  think.  Anything  I 
do  like  is  hunting  for  treasures.  I  reckon  Rick¬ 
ety  Blake  had  better  go  a  bit  slow.  He  should  be 
careful  how  he  makes  threats.  But  he  has  fore¬ 
warned  us,  so  let  him  go  ahead.  We  are  going 
on  the  hunt  in  the ‘hills,  just  the  same.  Don’t 
iet  it  worry  you  a  bit,  Will  Hadley.  The  treasure 
part  of  it  may  be  a  myth,,  but  whether  it  is  or 
not,  we  are  going  to  the  Diablo  Range.” 

“I  am  almost  afraid  to  go,”  was  the  faltering 
roply.  “I  am  sure  poor  Buck  Stewart  never  told 
nv-  anything  about  a  treasure  being  there.  He 
r,.n,  ply  promised  to  take  us  there  on  a  hunting 
trio,  though  it  mav  be  that  he  had  it  in  his 


mind  to  look  for  the  treasure  while  we  were 
there.  That  is  too  bad!  I  am  so  sorry  Buck  got 
shot!” 

“Well,  we  can’t  bring  him  to  life  by  being  sorry, 
but  we  may  be  able  to  punish  the  villain  who  shot 
him,  Will,”  said  his  wife  quickly.  “We  will  go 
right  on  to  the  hills  on  our  hunting  trip,  aa 
Young  Wild  West  says.” 


CHAPTER  IV. — Rickety  and  the  Two  Indians. 

It  will  be  in  order  for  us  to  follow  the  villain 
called  Rickety  Blake  after  his  short,  but  impres¬ 
sive,  statement  to  Will  Hadley.  The  fact  was 
that  Blake  held  a  piece  of  parchment  on  which 
was  inscribed  a  rough  sort  of  map  and  some  In¬ 
dian  characters.  This  had  belonged  to  the  man 
he  had  shot  the  night  before.  The  villain  had 
stolen  it  from  him  some  two  or  three  days  pre¬ 
vious,  and  it  was  on  being  accused  of  the  theft 
that  Blake  started  the  row  which  resulted  in  th« 
shooting.  As  he  had  told  Hadley,  the  Indian 
whose  life  had  been  saved  by  Buck  Stewart  had 
told  about  a  buried  treasure.  The  Indian  had 
also  given  Stewart  the  piece  of  parchment,  but 
refused  to  give  any  further  information.  Neither 
Stewart  nor  Blake  had  been  able  to  make  any¬ 
thing  out  of  the  map,  but  both  were  convinced 
that  there  was  a  treasure  in  the  hills,  and  they 
agreed  to  divide  it,  after  they  found  an  Indian 
they  could  trust  to  decipher  the  characters  for 
them. 

It  was  only  natural  that  Rickety  Blake  should 
think  that  Stewart  had  told  the  young  paymaster 
of  the  smelter  about  the  treasure,  and  when  he 
heard,  him  state  that  he  was  going  on  a  hunt  in 
the  hills  with  the  newly  married  couple  he  de¬ 
cided  that  Stewart  was  trying  to  beat  him  out  of 
his  share  of  the  treasure.  When  he  got  under 
the  influence  of  liquor  that  night  he  went  to  Had¬ 
ley,  as  has  been  described.  Burning  with  rage 
and  hate,  the  villain  made  his  way  to  the  saloon 
he  usually  frequented  when  he  was  not  working. 

“I  don’t  know  so  very  much  about  this  Young 
Wild  West,”  he  muttered.  “But  they  do  say  that 
he’s  a  regular  terror  when  he  gits  started.  He’s 
one  of  ther  lucky  kind,  too,  an’  it’s  more’n  likely 
that  he’d  be  able  ter  find  ther  treasure  if  he  had 
ther  piece  of  parchment.  He  might  not  find  it 
without  it;  but  I  don’t  mean  ter  let  him  go  there 
an’  try.  I  ain’t  runnin’  no  risks  on  that  score. 
What’s  there  is  mine,  ’cause  Buck  Stewart  is  now 
dead.  I’ll  have  ter  git  three  or  four  men  I  kin 
trust  an’  f oiler  that  gang,  if  they  do  make  up 
their  minds  ter  go  up  to  ther  Diablo  Range.” 

He  Was  just  about  to  enter  the  saloon  when 
an  Indian  accosted  him,  saying: 

“Buy  Injun  some  firewater?” 

“Hello!”  exclaimed  Blake,  as  he  looked  at  him 
keenly.  “Ain’t  you  ther  redskin  what  come  over 
from  ther  ranch  with  Hadley  an’  his  wife?” 

“Yes,  me  One  Moccasin,”  was  the  reply.  “Me 
want  firewater,  and  me  no  want  to  buy  myself; 
man  no  sell  to  me.” 

“I  reckon  you’re  jest  ther  galoot  I  want  ter  see. 
Come  writh  me.  I’ll  git  you  all  ther  firewater  yer 
want;  but  T  want  ter  talk  ter  yer  an’  let  yer 
know  of  a  chance  ter  make  a  lot  of  money.” 

It  had  struck  the  villain  all  at  once  that  it 
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would  be  a  good  idea  to  take  the  Apache  into 
his  confidence  and  get  him  to  study  out  the  char¬ 
acters  and  map  for  him.  And  he  could  not  have 
struck  a  better  one  for  his  purpose,  for  One  Moc¬ 
casin,  though  he  had  worked  at  Barry’s  ranch  for 
some  months,  was  anything  but  honest  and 
straight.  He  had  left  his  squaw  down  at  the  out¬ 
skirts  of  the  town,  while  he  came  back  to  get 
the  whisky.  It  was  his  intention  to  get  good  and 
drunk  before  going  back  to  the  ranch,  and  as  she 
also  had  a  strong  liking  for  “firewater,”  Love 
Light  was  willing  that  he  should  get  it.  One 
Moccasin  knew  Rickety  Blake  by  sight,  so  he  did 
not  hesitate  to  ask  him  to  get  the  liquor  for  him. 
He  did  not  appear  to  take  much  stock  in  what 
the  man  said  about  the  chance  to  make  a  lot  of 
money,  but  wanted  the  whisky  badly. 

“You  come  around  back  an’  I’ll  git  ther  whisky 
fur  yer,”  said  Blake.  “Come  on;  I  ain’t  foolin’. 
I  want  ter  talk  to  yer.” 

“All  right,”  answered  the  Indian,  who  was  not 
afraid  of  anything  happening  to  him;  “me  go. 
But  me  want  to  get  back  to  my  squaw  soon.” 

“I’ll  go  with  yer  to  your  squaw,”  declared  the 
villain.  “Maybe  she  kin  help  out  in  this  thing, 
too.” 

He  went  and  got  a  bottle  of  whisky  for  One 
Moccasin,  and  then  the  two  hastened  for  the  spot 
where  the  squaw  was  waiting.  The  redskin  did 
not  appear  to  be  a  great  deal  pleased  at  being 
accompanied,  but  he  said  nothing,  as  Blake  had 
paid  for  the  liquor. 

They  found  Love  Light  sitting  at  the  roadside, 
the  three  horses  nibbling  the  short  grass  near  by. 
She  looked  at  the  white  man  with  suspicion  when 
he  came  up  with  her  husband,  but  said  nothing, 
not  even  greeting  him.  The  sun  had  not  yet  sunk 
below  the  line  of  the  western  horizon  and  the 
slanting  rays  pierced  the  foliage  and  fell  full 
upon  the  squaw  as  she  sat  there. 

“Give  her  a  taste  of  ther  firewater,  One  Moc¬ 
casin,”  said  Rickety  Blake.  “Then  I’ll  let  yer 
know  what  I  want  of  yer.” 

“Ugh!”  exclaimed  the  Indian,  as  he  took  the 
bottle  from  under  the  blanket  he  had  thrown  over 
his  shoulder. 

The  squaw  looked  more  suspicious  than  ever, 
and  not  until  her  husband  had  swallowed  some  of 
the  bottle’s  contents  would  she  take  any.  Then 
Blake  made  friends  with  them  both  by  taking  a 
swallow  or  two  after  them.  He  looked  around 
and,  finding  that  they  were  alone  at  the  road¬ 
side,  he  produced  the  piece  of  parchment  that 
was  yellow  with  age.  One  Moccasin  gave  a  start 
when  he  saw  the  characters  marked  upon  it  with 
some  kind  of  an  indelible  ink. 

“Aztec,”  he  said,  with  a  grunt. 

“Kin  yer  read  it?”  asked  the  villain  eagerly. 

The  Apache  shook  his  head,  but  pointed  to  his 
wife. 

j'Love  Light  know,”  he  said  brusquely. 

“I  ake  another  drink,  an’  then  yer  kin  see  bet¬ 
ter;  Love  Light,”  said  Blake,  pushing  the  bottle 
to  her. 

It  was  the  squaw’s  failing  to  drink  firewater 
whenever  she  could  get  it,  and,  having  had  a  good 
taste  of  it,  she  wanted  more.  She  drank.  Then 
the  villain  showed  her  the  parchment.  She  look- 
ed  at  it  steadily  for  a  minute  or  two,  and  then 
she  said,  speaking  slowly: 

“The  iewels  of  a  princess  of  the  Aztecs.  Bur¬ 


ied  in  big  cave;  follow  where  the  arrow  point3 
when  the  sun  is  low;  big  rock  like  horse’s  head; 
dig  deep.” 

“Hooray!”  cried  Rickety  Blake,  leaping  in  the 
air  and  waving  his  hat.  “I  reckon  I’ve  found  out 
what  I  wanted  ter  know.  You’re  a  dandy,  Love 
Light!  Have  another  swaller  of  ther  good,  old 
firewater!” 

But  One  Moccasin  grabbed  the  bottle  before 
she  could  reach  it  and,  after  giving  a  grunt,  plac¬ 
ed  the  neck  of  it  to  his  lips.  He  took  a  good  pull 
this  time,  and  then  he  let  his  better  half  have 
some.  But  he  pulled  the  bottle  from  her  lips 
when  he  thought  she  had  enough. 

“You  go  find  Aztec  jewels?”  he  asked,  nodding 
at  the  piece  of  parchment,  and  looking  inquiring¬ 
ly  at  the  villainous  white  man. 

“Yes,  I  am  going  to  try  to  find  it,”  was  the 
reply.  “I  saved  the  life  of  an  old  Injun  one  day, 
about  a  month  ago,  and  he  give  me  this.  He  said 
a  treasure  was  buried,  but  he  didn’t  want  it,  an' 
I  could  have  it,  providin’  I  could  find  it.” 

“One  Moccasin  go  and  help  find,”  said  the  red¬ 
skin,  showing  how  interested  he  was. 

“Love  Light  go,  too,”  spoke  up  the  squaw. 

“That’s  right*”  nodded  Blake.  “Yer  kin  both 
go.  But  let  me  tell  yer  somethin’  afore  yer  make 
up  yer  minds:  Hadley  an’  his  wife  is  goin’  out 
ter  look  fur  this  here  treasure.  They  know  all 
about  it,  an’  they’re  goin’  ter  try  ter  git  it  ahead 
of  me.  That’s  why  they  started  out  to-day,  mak- 
in’  out  that  they  was  goin’  ter  hunt  game  in  ther 
hills.  Ther  man  what  was  ter  take  ’em  there  died 
last  night,  an’  he  was  ther  only  one  besides  me 
what  knowed  about  this  thing*  When  I  found 
that  he  had  give  ther  thing  away  ter  Hadley,  me 
an’  him  had  a  row,  an’  we  went  out  in  ther  road 
an’  shot  it  out.  I  was  ther  soonest  with  mv  gun 
an’  he  went  under.” 

Then  they  talked  it  over,  and  the  squaw  studied 
out  the  characters  and  map  thoroughlv,  finallv 
declaring  that  she  could  find  the  spot  with  little 
trouble,  once  they  got  to  the  vicinitv.  It  was 
settled  that  Blake  was  to  meet  them  at  daylight 
the  following  morning,  with  the  men  he  found  to 
take  with  him,  and  then  they  were  to  take  the 
trail  to  the  hills. 


CHAPTER  V. — The  Heart  of  the  Diablo  Range. 


Early  the  next  morning  Young  Wild  West  and 
his  friends  were  up  and  making  preparations  to 
start  on  the  hunt  in  the  hills  of  the  Diablo 
Range.  Wild  wrent  to  the  general  store  with  Will 
Hadley,  and  they  were  not  long  in  purchasing 
what  they  wanted.  The  two  Chinamen  took  ca4 
of  the  provisions  and  other  articles,  and  wren 
eight  o  clock  came  around  they  were  all  leadv 
to  leave  Silver  City.  Nearly ’the  entire  office 
force  from  the  smelting  plant  was  present,  and 
they  cheered  the  bride  and  groom  heartilv  as  ^hev 
rode  off  to  the  north.  *  "  9 


fi,  •  ir  ilJCUUS  came  in  lot 

their  share  of  the  cheering,  too,  for  it  had  sprear 

t5rS?sh™th!  t0j'IV.t.hat  the  Champion  D£ad«hol 
of  the  W  est  and  Prince  of  the  Saddle  was  stop- 

pmg  at  the  hotel  with  his  friends,  and  that  wa< 
quite  sufficient  to  draw  a  goodly  crowd  to  trivt 

wffwv0ff  °fn  the\r  departure  from  the 
town.  W ith  the  extra  pack  horse  to  take  car*  of. 
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the  two  Chinamen  were  a  little  busy  at  first,  as 
the  one  belonging  to  Hadley  did  not  seem  to  take 
kindly  to  the  others.  Hop  had  a  way  of  manag¬ 
ing  horses,  however,  as  well  as  mules  and  bur¬ 
ros.  He  was  the  owner  of  a  little  burro,  but  it 
so  happened  that  he  had  left  it  at  a  ranch  that 
was  owned  by  a  friend  of  our  hero  and  his  part¬ 
ners. 

Silver  City  was  a  hustling  town,  but  it  did  not 
take  long  to*  get  far  enough  away  from  it  for  one 
to  think  that  there  was  never  such  a  thing  as 
civilization  within  a  thousand  miles.  All  the  nat¬ 
ural  wildness  and  picturesque  grandeur  prevail¬ 
ed.  The  trail  they  were  following  passed  two  or 
three  ranches  and*  then  came  to  the  hills,  where 
traveling  was  far  more  difficult,  owing  to  the 
rocky  formations,  chasms  and  high  precipices. 
One  thing  about  it  was  that  the  vegetation  was 
plenty,  for  the  rainy  season  had  just  about  ended 
and  the  ground  in  that  section  was  moist  and 
fertile.  They  rode  on  until  noon,  and  when  they 
halted  for  a  rest  and  to  cook  and  eat  the  noon¬ 
day  meal,  they  were  in  a  very  wild  spot,  indeed. 
But  to  our  friends  this  was  nothing  new.  Will 
Hadley,  since  he  had  married  and  made  up  his 
mind  to  settle  down  in  that  part  of  the  country, 
took  more  notice  of  the  general  surroundings 
than  he  had  done  before.  When  he  first  came  to 
Silver  City  to  assume  the  duties  he  had  contract¬ 
ed  for  at  the  smelter  it  had  been  his  intention  to 
go  back  East  when  his  contract  expired.  But 
now  it  was  different.  He  had  wedded  a  ranch 
girl,  and  he  meant  to  remain  there.  No  wonder, 
then,  that  the  young  man  was  delighted  at  the 
prospect  of  spending  a  week  in  the  real  wilds  of- 
nature!  While  the  dinner  was  being  prepared 
Charlie  picked  up  his  rifle,  and,  nodding  to  Had¬ 
ley,  said: 

“Git  your  gun,  an’  we’ll  take  a  walk  up  through 
ther  sagebrush.  I  reckon  we  might  strike  some¬ 
thin’  there  in  ther  line  of  small  game.  We  won’t 
be  gone  more’n  twenty  minutes,  an’  by  that  time 
ther  grub  will  be  ready.” 

“All  right,”  was  the  reply,  and  the  tenderfoot 
quickly  selected  a  shotgun  and  followed  him. 

Hop  Wah  hastened  after  them. 

“Me  allee  samee  cally  in  um  game,  so  be,”  he 
explained,  as  he  caught  up  to  them. 

“I  reckon  you’d  better  keep  out  of  their  way  a 
little,  you  heathen  galoot!”  retorted  the  scout. 
“Hadley  might  mistake  yer  fur  a  rabbit  an’  put 
a  charge  ©f  shot  in  yer  carcass.” 

“Me  no  lookee  like  um  labbit,  Misler  Charlie,” 
was  the  reply.  “Me  allee  light,  so  be.” 

“Yes,  you’re  all  right  when  yer  ain’t  all  wrong,” 
was  the  answer.  “It’s  hard  ter  find  yer  when  yer 
ain’t  all  wrong,  though.” 

The  three  pushed  on  through  the  bushes  and 
aoon  the  rest  of  the  party  were  hidden  from  view. 
Charlie  was  right  when  he  said  he  thought  there 
would  be  some  game  among  the  sagebrush.  They 
had  scarcely  gone  two  hundred  yards  from  the 
temporary  camp  when  a  small  flock  of  quail 
arose.  The  scout  fired  two  shots  with  his  rifle, 
dropping  as  many  birds.  Bang!  Hadley  fired  and 
ahot  one*. 

‘Yer  oughter  have  got  a  couple,  anyhow,  said 
the  scout,  as  Hop  ran  to  pick  up  the  game. 
“What  was  ther  matter?” 

‘J  am  used  to  shooting  with  a  dog,”  was  tho 


reply.  “When  the  quail  arose  I  forgot  all  about 
shooting.  I  managed  to  get  one,  however.” 

“Well,  that’s  better  than  nothin’.  But  there’s 
quite  a  lot  of  us  ter  eat,  so  we’d  better  git  some 
more.  Come  on!” 

They  walked  along  at  the  foot  of  a  hill,  and  a 
couple  of  hundred  yards  farther  on  they  started 
another  flock.  This  time  the  tenderfoot  brought 
down  two  and  the  scout  only  one,  the  latter  miss¬ 
ing  a  shot  with  his  rifle.  But  it  was  good  shoot¬ 
ing,  just  the  same,  for  to  hit  a  quail  with  a  rifle 
is  no  easy  matter,  especially  where  the  bushes 
are  thick.  They  kept  on  walking  farther  along 
the  thicket,  and  in  fifteen  minutes  they  had  bag¬ 
ged  a  dozen  fat  birds. 

“There!”  exclaimed  the  scout,  as  he  counted 
them.  “I  reckon  that’ll  be  enough.  We’ll  have  * 
’em  fur  supper,  along  with  ther  rest  of  ther  fix- 
in’s.” 

They  went  back  to  the  camp,  and  when  his  wife 
heard  howT  well  he  had  done  she  was  pleased  with 
Hadley. 

“If  you  can  shoot  quail,  you  can  shoot  bears,” 
she  declared.  “You  -want  to  try  your  luck  with 
the  rifle  next  time.” 

“I  think  I  will,”  was  the  reply. 

Dinner  was  soon  ready,  and  when  it  was  tney 
all  ate  heartily. 

“I  reckon  yer  kin  do  a  little  fishin’  when  we 
strike  a  good  stream,”  said  the  scout.  “I  notice 
that  yer  brought  along  some  fancy-lookin’  fishin’ 
tackle.” 

“Yes,  I  am  fond  of  fishing,”  answered  the  ten¬ 
derfoot. 

“Well,  I  ain’t,”  Charlie  declared.  “But  I  like 
ter  eat  ’em  fur  a  change,  when  they’re  fried  nice 
an’  brown  with  bacon  grease.” 

After  a  short  rest  our  friends  pushed  on.  Wild 
was  quite  sure  that  game  would  be  found  plenti¬ 
ful  the  next  day,  and  that  Hadley  would  find  all 
the  sport  he  wanted  in  the  line  of  hunting.  But 
he  also  expected  to  run  across  Rickety  Blake, 
too,  for,  after  having  made  his  threats,  it  was 
almost  certain  that  he  would  come  that  way  and 
try  to  prevent  them  from  getting  the  treasure 
he  thought  they  had  come  out  to  the  hills  in 
search  of.  With  this  in  his  mind,  Wild  was  on 
the  lookout  all  the  time  for  something  to  turn  up 
that  might  be  called  unexpected.  The  trail,  for 
the  most  part,  led  steadily  upward,  and  along 
toward  the  middle  of  the  afternoon  the  game 
became  so  plentiful  that  an  hour  was  spent  in 
shooting.  Two  young  bucks  fell  and  a  lot  of 
small  game  too  numerous  to  mention.  In  this 
Arietta  distinguished  herself,  because  she  used 
only  her  rifle,  and,  though  Jennie  Hadley  was  a 
good  shot  and  a  fearless  hunter,  for  a  girl,  she 
admitted  that  she  was  nowhere  the  equal  to 
Young  Wild  West’s  sweetheart. 

“Well,”  said  our  hero,  as  he  looked  over  the 
amount  of  game  that  had  been  shot,  “I  reckon 
that  ought  to  do  for  the  first  day.  Now  we  will 
push  on  and  find  a  place  to  pitch  our  camp.  There 
is  water  over  there  to  the  left,  I  am  sure.  We 
are  right  in  the  heart  of  the  Diablo  Range  now, 
and  if  we  can’t  find  all  the  game  we  want  to 
shoot  here,  I  don’t  know  where  we  can.” 

“That’s  right,  Wild,”  the  scout  declared,  for  ho 
was  always  ready  to  bear  out  anything  the  young 
deadshot  said. 

It  was  shortly  before  six  o’clock  when  they 
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found  an  ideal  camping  spot,  so  a  halt  was  called 
and  preparations  made  to  put  the  camp  in  shape. 
They  had  barely  got  started,  however,  when  a 
rifle  shot  sounded  and  a  bullet  whizzed  past  our 
hero’s  head. 


CHAPTER  VI.— The  Villains  Get  at  Work. 

Rickety  Blake  was  what  he  called  “in  great 
luck”  after  he  made  the  bargain  with  One  Moc¬ 
casin,  for  he  had  scarcely  gone  back  to  the  sa¬ 
loon  when  he  saw  four  old  acquaintances  there 
whom  he  had  not  seen  in  over  a  year.  The  fact 
that  they  were  men  of  exactly  his  own  stamp* — 
men  wTho  could  be  depended  upon,  so  to  speak — 
made  him  overjoyed,  for  he  had  been  wondering 
where  he  was  going  to  find  two  or  three  he  could 
trust  to  take  with  him  in  search  for  the  Aztec 
jewels. 

“Why,  hello,  Rickety!”  one  of  them  called  out, 
as  he  saw  the  villain  enter.  “We  was  jest  askin’ 
about  yer,  wasn’t  we,  boys?” 

“That’s  right!”  came  from  the  others. 

Then  they  surrounded  him,  and  for  the  next 
two  or  three  minutes  there  was  a  general  hand¬ 
shaking,  showing  how  glad  they  were  to  meet 
him. 

“I  don’t  know  any  four  galoots  in  ther  whole 
world  I’d  like  ter  meet  jest  now  any  better  than 
you  boys,”  Rickety  declared.  “I’m  awful  glad 
ter  see  yer,  boys!” 

There  was  no  doubt  that  he  meant  every  word 
of  it,  and  it  seemed  to  be  mutual  with  the  four. 
They  drank  together  and  then  Blake  made  in¬ 
quiries  as  to  how  they  were  getting  along. 

“Not  very  good  jest  now,  Rickety,”  one  of  them 
answered,  with  a  shake  of  his  head.  “We  thought 
we’d  run  back  ter  Silver  City  an’  see  if  there 
was  anythin’  goin’  on.” 

“Well,  there  is  somethin’  goin’  on,  boys.  It’s 
somethin’  that  ought  ter  pay  us  handsome,  too. 
We^l  go  somewhere  in  a  quiet  place  an’  talk  it 
over.  I'm  in  what  yer  might  call  a  big  pile  of 
luck  jest  now.” 

The  four  men,  whose  names  were  Ryder,  Sim¬ 
mons,  Black  Robin  and  Giles,  looked  very  much 
interested. 

“I  reckon  we’d  better  go  to  your  shanty,  if  it’s 
anything  that  yer  don’t  w*ant  no  one  else  ter 
hear,”  said  Simmons. 

“I  reckon  that’s  right,”  replied  Blake.  “Come 
on;  my  wife  might  kick  a  little,  ’cause  she  ain’t 
in  a  very  good  humor  about  now.  But  I  reckon 
I’ll  make  it  all  right  with  her.  I  always  kin  do 
that  if  I  hand  her  about  five  dollars  an’  tell  hei¬ 
fer  hike  off  to  ther  dry  goods  store.  There's 
nothin’  that  will  put  a  woman  in  a  good  humor 
half  as  quick  as  givin’  her  ther  price  of  a  new 
dress.” 

“That’s  right,”  spoke  up  the  man  called  Black 
Robin.  “I  had  a  wife  once,  an’  I  know  that  what 
yer  say  is  about  right.” 

The  five  patronized  the  bar  again,  and  then 
they  left  the  place  and  went  to  the  shanty  owned 
and  occupied  by  Rickety  Blake.  When  the  vil¬ 
lain  remarked  that  his  better  half  was  in  a  bad 
humor  he  certainly  spoke  the  ti-uth,  for  when 
they  got  there  she  appeared  at  the  door  and  be¬ 
gan  lecturing  him  at  a  great  rate. 

“Friends  of  mine,  Mag,”  he  said.  “You  know 


’em,  so  don’t  make  a  fool  of  yerself.  Here’s  five 
dollars  ter  go  an’  git  that  calico  dress  you’ve  had 
eyes  on  fur  ther  la^t  week.  Take  it  an'  be  good, 
old  gal.” 

It  was  surprising  to  see  how  the  woman  sof¬ 
tened.  It  was  quite  evident  that  she  was  not  used 
to  receiving  presents  from  her  husband,  for  she 
hesitated  about  taking  the  money  he  offered  her. 
But  he  pressed  it  into  her  hand,  and  then  she 
said,  softly: 

“You’re  a  putty  good  husband,  after  all,  Rick¬ 
ety.  Fetch  ther  boys  right  in,  though  I  do  hope 
that  they  won’t  notice  that  there’s  holes  in  ther 
rag  carpet  an’  that  we  need  a  newT  stove  mighty 
bad.  I’ll  go  an’  git  that  dress  afore  somebody 
else  comes  along  an’  buys  it.  It’s  a  fine  one,  I 
tell  yep.  Blue  an’  w-hite  calico,  with  two  pink 
flounces  around  ther  skirt.  Ther  waist  is  a  yoke 
an’  has  got - ” 

“There!  Don’t  tell  us  about  it,  Mag.  We’ll 
size  yer  up  when  yer  git  it  on.  Hike  ahead  an* 
git  ther  dress.” 

She  only  stopped  long  enough  to  get  her  bon¬ 
net  and  then  she  hurried  for  the  store.  Blake 
and  his  companions  v.-ent  inside.  The  four  were 
grinning  over  what  his  wife  had  said,  and  they 
were  quite  ready  to  declare  that  Rickety  was  a 
dandy  at  smoothing  things  over  with  his  spouse. 
They  all  sat  down  in  the  living  room  of  the 
shanty,  and  then  the  villain  showed  them  the 
piece  of  parchment  and  told  them  all  about  hitt 
scheme.  He  dwelt  sharply  on  the  fact  that  there 
were  others  after  the  Aztec  jewels,  and  im¬ 
pressed  it  on  their  minds  that  they  might  have 
to  do  some  fighting  before  they  got  possession 
of  them. 

“Have  we  got  ter  take  ther  Injuns  with  us, 
then?”  asked  Ryder.  “I  ain’t  got  much  use  fur 
Injuns;  they  can’t  be  trusted.” 

“We’ve  got  ter  take  ’em,  so’s  they  kin  find  ther 
place  fur  us,”  Rickety  answered.  “But  they’re 
all  right.  I’ve  promised  ’em  a  share  in  what  we 
find.  I  didn’t  say  how  much  of  a  share  it  would 
be,  so  we  kin  give  ’em  what  we  like.” 

“Which  won’t  be  a  whole  lot,”  Ryder  declared. 

They  talked  the  matter  over  in  a  thorough  w*ay, 
and  by  the  time  they  had  threshed  it  all  out  the 
four  men  were  eager  to  go  in  search  of  the 
treasure  and  also  quite  willing  to  fight  those  they 
thought  were  trying  to  beat  them  out  of  it.  It 
was  easy  for  them  to  believe  that  Rickety  was 
right  when  he  said  that  Buck  Stewart  had  intend¬ 
ed  to  take  Will  Hadley  in  search  of  the  treasury 
and  thus  beat  him  out  of  his  share  of  it. 

“Ther  huntin’  trip  was  only  got  up  fur  a  blind, 
you  kin  bet!”  the  villain  declared.  “He  knowed 
that  ther  squaw  could  read  them  scratches  an’ 
figures  on  ther  parchment,  an’  when  they  got  u 9 
on  ther  mountains  Hadley  intended  ter  git  her 
ter  read  ’em.  Then  they  would  have  gone  ahead 
an’  found  ther  jewels,  most  likely.  They’re  th«r 
jewels  of  an  Aztec  princess,  boys!  In  them  day* 
a  princess  had  more  jewels,  in  ther  way  of  dia¬ 
monds,  rubies  an’  sich  than  a  Rocky  Mourn  at* 
burro  could  carry.  They  knowed  they  was  some¬ 
what  valuable,  but  they  didn’t  know  their  re* 1 
worth.  Jest  think  of  what  it  means  ter  us  if  w* 
kin  only  lift  this  treasure  from  ther  ground, 
where  it  has  been  hid  from  sight  so  long!  1 
know,  an’  you  know,  that  there  must  be  lots  el 
places  in  this  part  of  ther  country  where  treaa* 
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ures  is  hid.  This  is  one  of  ’em,  an’  here’s  ther 
key  that  will  unlock  ther  door  fur  us!” 

lie  waved  the  piece  of  parchment  over  his 
head  and  his  companions  broke  into  a  cheer. 

“An’  now,  boys,”  went  on  the  leader  of  the  ex¬ 
pedition,  as  he  called  it,  “yer  must  remember  that 
we’ve  got  them  ag’in  us  what  ain’t  ter  be  han¬ 
dled  very  easy.  Young  Wild  West,  ther  Cham¬ 
pion  Deadshot,  has  got  ther  repertation  of  bein’ 
a  cool  hand  an’  a  tough  fighter.  We’ve  got  ter 
be  mighty  careful  what  we  do.  But,  one  thing, 
we  must  git  away  ahead  of  ’em,  an’  if  we  kin 
only  git  ther  chance  ter  drop  ther  young  galoot 
on  ther  sly  it’ll  be  all  ther  better  fur  us.  Yer 
kin  make  up  yer  minds  afore  yer  start  that 
there’s  got  ter  be  blood  spilled  afore  we  git  our 
hands  on  them  Aztec  jewels.  Don’t  fui^it  that, 
boys!  But  yer  kin  also  remember  that  it  ain’t 
goin’  ter  be  any  of  our  blood  what’s  goin’  ter  be 
spilled.  We’ll  look  out  fur  that.” 

Again  he  was  cheered,  and,  feeling  proud  over 
the  way  he  had  brought  his  friends  into  the 
scheme,  Rickety  Blake  puffed  out  like  a  toad. 
They  remained  there,  talking  it  over,  until  his 
wife  came  back  from  the  store.  She  had  the  new 
dress,  and  she  was  so  elated  about  it  that  she  had 
to  show  it.  The  four  men,  who  had  struck  Silver 
City  in  what  they  thought  was  just  the  right  time, 
admired  the  dress,  and  even  Rickety  made  a  com¬ 
plimentary  remark  concerning  it,  adding,  with  a 
nod  of  his  head: 

‘•'Maybe  you’ll  have  somethin’  finer  ter  wear 
after  a  while,  Mag.  We’re  goin’  out  prospectin’ 
to-morrer,  an’  if  things  turns  out  right  we’ll 
strike  a  real  fortune,  won’t  we,  boys?” 

“You  bet!”  came  the  reply,  in  such  a  confident 
way  that  Mag  could  not  help  thinking  that  there 
was  something  in  it. 

“All  right,  Rickety,”  she  answered.  “I  wish 
yer  luck,  that’s  all  I  kin  say.” 

The  five  villains  then  left  the  shanty  and  went 
to  the  saloon.  None  of  them  had  a  great  deal  of 
money,  so  Rickety  decided  to  invest  a  part  of 
what  he  had  at  the  faro  table. 

“If  I  win,  we’ll  have  enough  ter  buy  what  grub 
an’  things  we  want  ter  take  with  us,”  he  said; 
“an’  if  I  lose  we’ll  have  ter  make  out,  anyhow.” 

It  is  strange  that  “luck,”  as  it  is  called,  is  just 
as  apt  to  follow  a  bad  man  as  one  that  is  good. 
This  was  the  case  with  Rickety  Blake,  for  he 
stayed  at  the  faro  game  long  enough  to  win  two 
hundred  dollars.  At  any  other  time  he  would 
have  kept  on  “bucking  the  tiger”  until  he  had 
lost  that  much,  and  all  he  had  with  it.  But  now 
It  was  different.  He  needed  the  money,  and  that 
was  sufficient  to  curb  the  desire  to  go  on  playing 
and  try  to  break  the  bank.  A  little  after  mid¬ 
night  he  parted  company  with  his  friends,  with 
the  understanding  that  they  were  to  meet  at  day¬ 
light  the  next  morning.  This  programme  was 
carried  out,  and  the  sun  was  not  yet  up  when 
they  joined  One  Moccasin  and  his  squaw  and  set 
out  on  the  trail  for  the  hills.  They  had  with 
them  a  pretty  good  supply  of  provisions,  not  to 
mention  “firewater,”  and  the  two  Indians  were 
much  pleased  at  the  prospect  ahead  of  them.  They 
kept  on  all  day,  and  shortly  before  night  came 
upon  them  they  halted  at  the  mouth  of  a  ra¬ 
vine,  somewhere  near  the  spot  the  treasure  should 
be  located,  according  to  what  the  squaw  said.  It 
waa  not  very  long  after  they  had  established  their 


camp  that  they  heard  voices  and  the  tread  of 
horses.  Rickety  Blake  quickly  ascended  a  cliff 
and  took  a  look  back  over  the  trail.  He  was  just 
in  time  to  see  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends 
malting  ready  to  pitch  their  camp  less  than  two 
hundred  yards  away,  but  with  a  narrow  ridge  of 
earth  and  rock  between  them.  He  called  his  com¬ 
panions  up,  and  then  they  watched  our  friends 
for  some  little  time.  After  a  while  Rickety  Blake 
raised  his  rifle  to  his  shoulder. 

“I  reckon  I’ll  shoot  Young  Wild  West,  boys,” 
he  said  coolly. 

He  took  aim  and  pressed  the  trigger. 


CHAPTER  VII. — Wild  Gets  Valuable  Information 

Young  Wild  West  turned  as  quick  as  a  flash 
when  he  heard  the  report  and  whizz  of  the  bul¬ 
let.  He  was  quick  enough  to  see  the  smoke  from 
the  rifle  of  the  villain  who  fired  the  shot.  But 
Cheyenne  Charlie’s  e$gle  eye  had  already  sighted 
it,  and  the  sharp  report  of  his  Winchester  fol¬ 
lowed  with  amazing  quickness.  The  scout  saw 
nothing  but  the  smoke,  but  he  fired,  anyhow.  A 
derisive  laugh  sounded,  and  then  he  knew  he  had 
not  rpade  the  bullet  tell. 

“■fat  was  a  close  shave,”  said  Wild,  looking 
at  Will  Hadley  and  nodding.  “I  don’t  know  for 
certain,  but  I  would  be  willing  to  bet  that  it  was 
Rickety  Blake  who  fired  at  me.” 

“Most  likely  it  was,”  came  the  reply,  in  a  nerv¬ 
ous  tone  of  voice.  “I  don’t  understand  why  he 
should  think  that  we  are  trying  to  injure  him 
any.  I  am  sure  I  don’t  know  anything  about  a 
buried  treasure.” 

“No,  that’s  right.  You  don’t  know  anything 
about  a  buried  treasure;  but  you  will  know  before 
we  are  through  with  this.  Since  the  galoot  has 
got  it  in  his  head  that  we  are  after  a  treasure, 
we  will  get  after  it.  We  have  got  the  name,  so 
we  will  have  the  game.  I  suppose  he  has  a  gang 
with  him,  for  he  would  never  come  out  here  alone 
and  then  try  to  drop  me.  I’ll  fix  Rickety  Blake! 
I  never  did  anything  to  him — never  saw  him,  in 
fact,  until  he  came  to  you  last  night.  Why  he 
should  pick  me  out  for  a  subject,  I  don’t  know.” 

“But  you’ll  find  out  somethin’  about  it  as  soon 
as  it  gits  dark,  though,”  spoke  up  the  scout. 

“That’s  right,”  was  the  reply.  “You  can  bet 
all  you’re  worth  on  that,  Charlie!” 

But  our  hero  really  meant  to  find  out  some¬ 
thing  right  away.  He  knew  that  the  villains 
would  be  watching  them,  and  if  he  or  any  of  the 
rest  left  the  camp  they  would  be  seen  by  them. 
That  meant  that  they  must  change  their  camp¬ 
ing  spot.  To  the  right  of  them  was  a  place  that 
would  answer  just  as  well,  only  they  would  have 
to  go  a  few  yards  farther  for  the  water  they 
used  from  the  brook.  It  was  a  spot  that  was  hici- 
den  on  all  sides  but  one,  and  that  was  what  waa 
needed  just  now. 

“Hop,”  said  Wild,  “move  the  things  over  there. 
We  won’t  camp  here.  It  is  too  much  exposed.” 

“Allee  light,  Misler  Wild,”  came  the  quiclc 
reply. 

The  young  deadshot  then  went  to  his  horsa 
and  soon  led  the  animal  around  a  comer  of  a 
rocky  projection,  the  rest  following  suit.  Wild 
well  knew  that  the  scoundrels  would  not  try  aiv* 
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other  shot  right  away,  but  he  was  of  the  opinion 
that  they  were  being  watched.  Once  out  of  their 
sight,  he  meant  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  point  the 
shot  had  come  from.  In  less  than  ten  minutes 
the  camping  outfit  had  been  moved.  And  while 
it  was  being  done  our  hero  was  working  his  way 
along  the  ridge.  The  boy  did  not  take  any  one 
with  him,  for  he  was  simply  going  on  a  tour  of 
investigation. 

The  distance  between  the  two  camps  was  not 
great  as  the  reader  knows.  But  Wild  did  not  go 
in  a  direct  line;  he  moved  around  and  kept  under 
the  cover  of  the  bushes  and  rocks.  In  this  way 
he  soon  came  to  a  spot  where  he  could  look  down 
on  the  camp  of  the  villains.  The  dashing  young 
deadshot  gave  a  nod  of  satisfaction  when  he  saw 
the  five  men-.  One  of  them  was  half  up  the  cliff, 
hiding  behind  a  projecting  rock,  and  Wild  could 
easily  tell  that  he  was  on  the  watch.  The  others 
were  putting  the  camp  in  shape.  Just  then  the 
two  Indians  put  in  appearance.  They  had  finished 
attending  to  the  horses,  and  when  they  appeared 
on  the  scene  Young  Wild  W-est  gave  a  start  of 
surprise. 

‘•'Great  Scott!”  he  exclaimed.  “They  are  the 
redskin  and  his  squaw  who  were  going  with  Had- 
ley  and  his  wife.  I  wonder  what  this  means, 
anyhow?  They  must  have  turned  traitors,. Tor 
that  is  Rickety  Blake  down  there.  Things  are 
surely  getting  interesting.” 

Suddenly  Wild  saw  Blake  call  the  squaw  to 
him,  at  the  same  time  taking  something  from  his 
pocket.  He  soon  saw  that  it  was  some  kind  of 
document,  and  when  the  squaw  began  studying  it 
and  pondering  her  finger  he  decided  that  he  must 
get  a  little  closer  and  find  out  just  what  was  up. 
It  was  easy  for  the  boy  to  move  around  past  the 
man  on  watch  and,  once  at  the  foot  of  the  cliff, 
he  crept  cautiously  through  the  bushes  to  the 
spot.  Not  until  he  was  within  a  few  feet  of  the 
group  did  the  boy  stop.  But  he  could  hear  what 
was  being  said  as  he  approached,  and  by  the 
time  he  paused  he  knew  that  it  was  a  map  of 
some  spot  where  a  treasure  was  supposed  to  be. 
The  squaw  was  kept  busy  in  translating  the  char¬ 
acters  on  the  parchment,  and  when  Wild  heard 
her  declare  that  it  must  be  within  a  mile  of  the 
camp,  he  was  more  interested  than  ever. 

“Follow  where  the  arrow  points  when  the  sun 
is  low;  big  rock  like  horse’s  head;  dig  deep,”  said 
Love  Light,  probably  for  the  twentieth  time  since 
she  had  first  read  the  characters  on  the  parch¬ 
ment. 

Wild  needed  to  hear  it  but  once  to  remember  it. 

“A  rock  that  looks  like  a  horse’s  hear  that  is 
in  the  line  of  the  setting  sun,”  he  muttered,  un¬ 
der  his  breath.  “Well,  I  reckon  that  rock  is  worth 
looking  for.  We’ll  dig  there,  all  right!” 

Then  he  heard  Rickety  Blake  say: 

“Well,  it’s  too  late  ter-night.  We’ll  wait  till 
ther  sun  gits  down  low  to-morrer,  an’  then  we’ll 
strike  out  fur  ther  spot.  Ther  Aztec  jewels  has 
got  ter  be  ours.  Young  W’ikl  West  ain’t  goin’  ter 
git  ’em,  an’  that’s  mighty  sure.  Ther  next  time 
I  take  a  shot  at  him  I’ll  be  more  careful  how  I 
aim.”  * 

Wild  smiled  at  this.  & 

“I  am  getting  the  whole  blame,  it  seems."  he 
thought.  “I  don’t  quite  understand  this.  But, 
ust  the  same,  I  am  going  to  look  for  the  rock 
hat  resembles  a  horse’s  head,  and  we’ll  dig  deep, 


too,  if  we  find  it.  But  we  won’t  wait  till  the  sun 
gets  down.  We  can  take  a  course  due  west  and 
find  it,  if  it  is  to  be  found.  While  they  are  wait¬ 
ing  for  the  sun  to  get  low  to-morrow  we  will  be 
on  the  way  to  find  the  Aztec  jewels.” 

He  had  learned  about  all  ne  wanted  to  know, 
for  he  really  knew  about  as  much  concerning  the 
whereabouts  of  the  supposed  treasure  as  did  any 
of  the  villains.  Leaving  the  spot,  Wild  worked 
his  way  around  and  was  soon  at  the  camp. 

“How  did  you  make  out,  Wild?”  asked  Arietta, 
as  she  met  him. 

“Fine,  Et,”  was  the  reply.  “I  have  found  out 
what  the  treasure  is  supposed  to  be.  It  is  a  lot 
of  Aztec  jewels.” 

“Is  that  so  ?  Oh,  wouldn’t  I  like  to  be  the  one 
to  find  them!” 

“Well,  you’re  a  pretty  lucky  one  in  that  line 
of  business.  Maybe  you  will  be  the  one  to  find 
them,  Et.” 

Wild  laughed,  though  he  meant  all  that  he  said. 
The  fact  was  that  Arietta  had  made  more  discov¬ 
eries  in  the  line  of  gold  and  treasures  than  any 
of  them.  She  was  always  looking  for  such  chanc¬ 
es,  especially  when  she  had  any  idea  that  they 
were  to  be  discovered.  Assuring  them  that  there 
was  no  danger  of  being  bothered  for  the  pres¬ 
ent,  Wild  gathered  them  close  to  him  and  let  all 
hands  know  what  he  had  heard,  as  well  as  what 
he  had  seen.  The  two  Chinamen  listened  with 
as  much  interest  as  any  of  the  rest,  more  espe¬ 
cially  Hop. 

“Me  havee  lookee  pletty  muchee  sharpee,  so 
be,”  he  declared,  nodding  to  Will  Hadley. 

“I  am  surprised  to  think  that  Love  Light  would 
become  a  party  to  such  a  trick,”  said  the  young 
man,  shaking  his -head.  “Jennie,  I  thQught  you 
said  she  could  be  depended  upon?” 

“I  did  think  so,  Will,”  was  the  reply.  “But  I 
suppose  the  promise  of  a  share  in  the  ti*easure 
has  turned  her  head.  She  was  always  a  very 
bright  squaw,  though  she  never  did  look  to  be.  I 
have  heard  her  say  that  she  understood  the  lan¬ 
guage  of  her  ancient  forefathers.  It  must  be 
that  Rickety  Blake  found  this  out,  and  that  is 
why  she  is  with  them.” 

This  was  about  the  only  solution  that  could  bo 
reached,  so  they  let  it  go  at  that.  But  the  fact 
that  the  two  Indians  were  with  Rickety  Blake 
and  his  gang  was  known ;  and  that  the  squaw  was 
there  for  the  purpose  of  interpreting  the  charac¬ 
ters  on  the  piece  of  parchment  they  were  in  pos¬ 
session  of  was  another  fact. 

“They  mean  us,”  said  Wild,  after  a  pause. 

They  think  we  have  come  here  for  the  express 
purpose  of  unearthing  the  treasure,  and  it  seems 
that  I  get  all  the  blame  for  it.  It  is  bad  enough 
to  be  blamed  for  something  you  are  guilty  of, 
much  less  a  thing  that  you  know  nothing  about.” 

“But  you  know  about  it  now,  Wild,  soviet  them 
blame  you,”  spoke  up  his  sweetheart. 

“Oh,  they  can  blame  me  all  they  want  to,  Et.” 
was  the  cool'retort.  “I  am  sure  I  am  not  going 
to  do  any  worrying  about  that  part  of  it.” 

As  soon  as  the  tents  were  erected  the  work  of 
getting  the  supper  ready  was  begun.  As  the 
cook  had  prepared  enough  partridge^  and  quail 
on  the  way  that  afternoon,  it  did  not  take  long  to 
get  them  broiling  over  the  fire.  Jim  Dart  was 
keeping  a  sharp  watch  all  the  time,  for  there 
was  no  telling  just  what  their  enemies  mig1’!  take 
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a  notion  to  do.  A  sly  shot  from  one  of  them 
might  put  the  whole  camp  in  mourning,  and  that 
was  something  no  one  wanted  to  happen.  It  was 
beginning  to  get  dark  when  they  sat  down  to  a 
meal  that  was  good  enough  for  any  hungry  per¬ 
son,  and  a  great  deal  better  than  many  wTere  in 
the  habit  of  getting,  even  if  it  was  cooked  in 
camp  in  the  wilds  of  New  Mexico. 


CHAFTER  VTII. — The  Capture  of  One  Moccasin. 

After  supper,  when  it  got  real  dark,  Cheyenne 
Charlie  suggested  to  Wild  that  the  two  of  them 
go  and  do  a  little  spying  on  the  camp  of  the  vil¬ 
lains.  As  it  might  be  that  Rickety  Blake  intend¬ 
ed  to  make  an  attack  on  them  before  morning, 
our  hero  thought  it  not  a  bad  idea. 

“All  right,  Charlie,”  he  said  to  the  scout.  “We 
will  go;  but  wait  a  few  minutes.  We  will  give 
them  a  chance  to  get  settled.” 

In  about  ten  minutes  they  left  the  camp,  tak¬ 
ing  a  pretty  straight  course,  for  they  were  not 
afraid  of  being  seen  in  the  darknes,  there  being 
sufficient  bushes  and  rocks  to  permit  them  to  keep 
well  under  cover.  They  had  not  gone  more  than 
halfway  to  the  camp  they  were  heading  for  when 
both  heard  a  noise  near  them.  Instantly  they 
came  to  a  pause.  Both  Wild  and  Charlie  were  so 
well  trained  in  woodcraft  that  they  knew  right 
away  that  there  was  some  one  near  them.  They 
remained  perfectly  still  and  listened.  In  less 
than  ten  seconds  they  heard  another  sound.  Then 
the  noise  made  by  a  moving  body  reached  their 
ears,  faint  as  it  was.  Wild  touched  the  scout  on 
the  arm,  meaning  for  him  to  remain  where  he 
wras,  and  then  he  moved  off  to  the  left  a  little. 
As  he  expected,  he  came  upon  a  crawling  man! 
The  boy  suddenly  thrust  out  his  revolver,  the 
muzzle  almost  touching  the  prowler’s  face. 

“Make  the  least  noise  and  you  die!”  he  ex¬ 
claimed,  in  a  whisper. 

“Ugh!” 

It  was  the  grunt  of  an  Indian.  Wild  knew  who 
it  was  right  away.  He  had  caught  the  treacher¬ 
ous  Apache. 

“Come  with  me,  One  Moccasin,”  he  said  coolly. 
“I  reckon  you  wanted  to  see  our  camp,  so  I’ll 
show  it  to  you.” 

“Me  no  want  to  see  camp,”  was  the  reply,  in 
such  a  low  tone  of  voice  that  it  was  scarcely 
audible.  “Me  go  back  to  Rickety  Blake.” 

“You  can  go  back  when  I  am  through  with  you. 
But  come  with  me  now.  Come!  If  you  don’t 
move  when  I  tell  you,  I’ll  let  a  dose  of  hot  lead 
go  through  your  head!” 

The  redskin  hesitated  no  longer.  Rising  to  his 
feet,  he  walked  along  with  the  young  deadshot  as 
meekly  as  a  lamb  going  to  the  slaughter. 

“You  go  on,  Charlie,  and  find  out  how  things 
are  over  there,”  said  Wild,  in  a  whisper. 

“All  right,”  replied  the  scout,  and  he  went  on 

his  way.  .  . 

Wild  quickly  brought  his  prisoner  into  camp. 
The  fire  had  died  out  pretty  well,  but  a  lantern 
sat  on  the  ground  near  the  tents,  and  around  it 
w err.  gathered  Hadley  and  the  girls.  Jim  was  on 
guard,  and  when  he  saw  the  two  coming  he 
thought  it  was  Wild  and  the  scout  coming  back. 
But  he  quickly  found  out  the  difference,  however. 


“I’ve  got  the  redskin,  Jim,”  Wild  said,  and  then 
he  walked  up  to  the  ground  about  the  lighted  lan¬ 
tern.  Hadley’s  wife  gave  a  startled  cry  when 
she  saw  the  Apache.  Then  she  quickly  recovered 
herself  and  exclaimed: 

“You  scoundrel,  you!  What  are  you  doing 
here  ?  Didn’t  I  tell  you  to  go  back  to  the  ranch  ?  ” 

“Me  go  back  to  ranch  pletty  soon,  Missy  Jen¬ 
nie,”  answered  One  Moccasin,  looking  at  her  as 
though  he  expected  her  to  be  lenient  with  him. 

“You  will,  eh?  Well,  I  guess  not!  You  will 
go  to  jail,  you  mean!  What  are  you  doing  here, 
anyhow?” 

“Yes!  Speak  out  and  tell  us,  you  rascal!” 
chimed  in  Hadley.  “I  thought  you  wei*e  an  hon¬ 
est  Indian,  or  I  should  never  have  been  willing 
for  you  to  accompany  us  on  our  hunting  trip  in 
the  first  place.” 

“You  no  go  to  hunt;  you  go  to  find  the  Aztec 
jewels.” 

As  One  Moccasin  said  this  he  looked  at  the 
young  man  in  a  defiant  way. 

“What  makes  you  say  that,  you  rascal?”  de¬ 
manded  Hadley.  “I  never  knew  anything  about 
any  Aztec  jewels.” 

The  Indian  smiled. 

“All  right,”  he  said;  “me  know.” 

“Sit  down,  you  sneaking  coyote!”  said  Wild, 
whc  now  thought  he  would  take  a  turn  at  ques¬ 
tioning  him.  “Sit  down,  and  be  sure  that  you 
tell  the  truth.  If  you  don’t,  I  may  take  a  notion 
to  put  an  end  to  your  treacherous  existence.  I 
don’t  like  a  bad  redskin,  and  I  would  about  aa 
■soon  shoot  one  as  I  would  a  rattlesnake!” 

One  Moccasin  lost  no  time  in  obeying.  There 
was  something  in  the  voice  of  the  boy  that  told 
him  that  he  meant  business. 

“Now,  then,”  went  on  our  hero  coolly,  as  ha 
dropped  on  one  knee  before  him  and  pointed  his 
revolver  at  his  breast,  “if  you  want  to  live,  just 
tell  the  truth.  What  do  you  know  about  the  Az¬ 
tec  jewels  you  spoke  about  just  now?” 

“Me  don’t  know,  only  what  Rickety  Blake  say,” 
was  the  reply.  “He  got  goatskin  paper  with 
Aztec  writing  on  it,  and  that  say  that  heap  much 
jewels  buried  in  ground.  Love  Light  she  read 
paper,  and  Rickety  Blake  say  he  give  me  plenty 
money;  make  rich.  He  give  Love  Light  plenty 
money,  too,  and  make  rich.  We  come  to  look 
for  Aztec  jewels.” 

“Ah!  That’s  the  way  of  it,  eh?” 

“Yes;  the  tongue  of  One  Moccasin  is  not  crook¬ 
ed.” 

“How  did  you  come  to  find  out  that  Blake  was 
going  to  look  for  the  jewels?” 

“When  we  start  to  go  to  ranch  we  go  little 
ways;  then  me  go  back  to  saloon  to  get  some 
firewater.  Then  Rickety  Blake  he  say  to  mo 
can  me  read  sheepskin  paper.  Me  say  Love  Light 
read;  then  he  come  with  me  to  Love  Light.  Rick¬ 
ety  Blake  pay  for  bottle  of  firewater  and  treat 
us  good.” 

Wild  was  satisfied  that  the  redskin  was  telling 
the  truth,  so  he  let  him  go  ahead  with  his  story. 
One  Moccasin  told  everything  but  that  the  five 
white  men  intended  to.  wage  a  fight  against 
Young  Wild  West  and  his  companions,  and  when 
questioned  about  the  shot  being  fired  at  him, 
One  Moccasin  declared  that  he  know  nothing 
about  it. 

“Do  you  mean  to  say  that  one  of  them  did  no$ 
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try  to  shoot  me?”  he  questioned,  looking  the 
treacherous  redskin  squarely  in  the  eyes. 

“Me  no  know  about  it,  Young  Wild  West,”  was 
the  lying  retort. 

“You  don’t,  eh  ?  Well,  we  will  let  it  go  at  that. 
But  I  know  that  you  do  know  all  about  it.  Now, 
what  were  you  sneaking  up  here  for  when  I 
caught  you?” 

“Me  come  to  see  Missy  Jennie  and  tell  her 
about  the  Aztec  jewels.” 

This  was  a  lie,  and  they  all  knew  it. 

“I  reckon  you  meant  to  sneak  up  and  get  a  sly 
shot  at  me,  didn’t  you?”  asked  Wild. 

The  Apache  shook  his  head. 

“Me  no  bad  Injun;  me  good  Injun,”  he  declared. 

“You’ll  be  good  when  you’re  dead,  you  mean. 
Well,  One  Moccasin,  I  am  afraid  you  have  got  in 
with  a  bad  crowd.  You  will  have  to  stick  to 
them  now,  for  if  you  were  to  leave  them  they 
would  certainly  follow  you  and  drop  you,  so  you 
could  not  tell  about  the  buried  treasure  they  are 
looking  for.  We  don’t  want  you  here,  so  you  can 
go  back  to  the  camp  and  stay  with  them.  But 
I  want  you  to  tell  Rickety  Blake  something.  Just 
tell  him  that  Young  Wild  West  says  that  the 
next  time  he  tries  to  send  a  bullet  at  any  of  us 
on  the  sly  he  will  get  his  medicine.  That  will  be 
about  all,  I  reckon.” 

The  Indian  looked  relieved.  It  was  evident 
that  he  did  not  expect  to  get  off  as  easy  as  that. 
But  our  friends  did  not  want  to  be  bothered  with 
a  prisoner,  so  it  was  best  to  let  him  go.  Wild 
motioned  for  him  to  leave,  and  he  got  up  and 
started  off  through  the  darkness.  Then  our  hero 
set  out  after  him,  going  cautiously,  so  he  would 
not  know  that  he  was  followed.  One  Moccasin 
was  now  bent  on  sticking  to  the  villains  he  had 
cast  his  lot  with.  He  knew  that  one  of  our  he¬ 
ro’s  partners  had  gone  to  spy  on  the  camp  of  the 
villains,  and  he  hoped  to  get  there  and  warn  his 
friends  of  it.  But  he  never  once  thought  that 
Young  Wild  West  was  following  him.  He  hur¬ 
ried  to  the  camp  and  entered  it  on  the  run. 

“Look  out  for  man!”  he  called,  in  a  tone  only 
loud  enough  for  those  there  to  hear.  “Young 
Wild  West  catch  me,  and  man  come  to  watch 
you.” 

“What’s  that?”  cried  Rickety  Blake,  springing 
to  his  feet. 

One  Moccasin  quickly  explained  matters.  Love 
Light  listened,  shaking  her  head  sadly  mean¬ 
while.  She  knew  then  that  it  would  have  been 
far  better  for  them  if  they  had  gone  on  to  the 
ranch,  and  not  had  anything  to  do  with  the  five 
white  men.  But  it  was  too  late  now.  She  was 
disgraced  and  despised  by  the  girl  she  had  served 
so  long. 

#  “Too  bad,  One  Moccasin!”  she  said  softly,  put¬ 
ting  her  hand  on  his  arm. 

“Shut  up!”  was  the  savage  retort.  “Love  Light 
Is  a  baby!” 

The  squaw  said  no  more,  but  went  over  in  the 
shadows  the  other  side  of  the  campfire  and  sat 
down. 

“So  there’s  a  galoot  around  spyin’  on  us,  is 
there?”  said  Blake,  as  he  walked  around,  his  re¬ 
volver  in  his  hand.  “I’d  jest  like  ter  see  one  of 
them  galoots  show  up  here!  I’d  make  a  sure 
thing  of  him,  I’ll  bet!” 

“Here  you  are,  you  sneaking  coyote!  Now 
make  a  sure  thing  of  me!” 


It  was  Young  Wild  West  who  spoke,  and  he 
appeared  before  the  man,  a  revolver  in  his  hand. 


CHAPTER  IX.— Rickety  Blake  “Takes  Water.” 

Wild  had  scarcely  showed  himself  when  Chey¬ 
enne  Charlie  appeared  near  him. 

“Here’s  another  one!”  the  scout  exclaimed. 
“Now,  then,  there’s  six  of  yer,  an’  a  squaw  throw- 
ed  in,  ag’in  us  two.  Let’s  see  what  yer  are  goin' 
ter  do!” 

Wild  had  covered  Blake,  of  course,  so  Charlie 
took  care  of  the  rest  of  the  gang.  If  the  ground 
had  opened  at  their  feet  the  villains  could  not 
have  been  more  surprised.  The  deadly  revolvers 
in  the  hands  of  our  two  determined  friends  had 
a  wonderful  effect  upon  them. 

“Why  don’t  you  start  in  and  do  something?” 
Wild  asked  mockingly.  “You’re  the  sickest-look- 
ing  lot  of  galoots  I’ve  met  in  a  dog’s  age!  Are 
you  afraid  of  us  two?” 

“I — I  reckon  I  know  when  a  feller’s  got  ther 
drop  on  me,”  answered  Rickety,  trying  hard  to 
appear  indifferent.  “I  ain’t  fool  enough  ter  try 
ter  shoot,  Young  Wild  West.  I  know  that  you’re 
a  deadshot,  too.  You’ve  got  us;  there  ain’t  no 
use  in  rubbin’  that  out!” 

“Well,  I  reckon  we  have  got  you.  You  know 
that,  eh?  Well,  it  is  all  the  better  for  you  that 
you  do,  I  suppose,  for  if  you  show  fight  I’ll  guar¬ 
antee  that  the  squaw  will  be  alone  with  six  car¬ 
casses  before  she  can  wink  her  eyes  three  times! 
Now  I’ll  tell  you  something,  Rickety  Blake:  We 
know  your  game  from  beginning  to  end,  but  it  is 
all  your  fault  that  we  do.  We  never  heard  any¬ 
thing  about  there  being  a  treasure  anywhere 
around  here  until  you  said  so  yourself.  Since 
that  time  we  have  been  doing  a  little  investigat¬ 
ing.,  and  we  know  about  as  much  about  it  as  you 
do.  I’ll  tell  you  right  now  that  we  are  going 
after  that  treasure,  and  you  can  bet  all  you’re 
worth  that  we’ll  come  pretty  near  getting'  it.  if 
there  is  really  such  a  thing  to  be  found.  This 
doesn’t  sound  very  good  on  your  ears,  I  know. 
But  I  hardly  think  you  have  any  claim  on  the 
Aztec’s  jewels,  anyhow.  The  redskin  has  told  us 
that  you  stole  the  paper  from  Buck  Stewart,  and 
then  you  shot  him  because  he  accused  you  of 
doing  it. 

“If  he  owned  the  paper,  or  parchment  you've 
got,  the  secret  was  his,  and  the  jewels  would 
have  been  his,  providing  he  could  find  them.  Now 
they  are  anybody’s,  and  we  are  here  to  look  for 
them.  We  know  that  you  are  going  to  kill  us 
rather  than  let  us  find  the  spot  where  the  treas¬ 
ure  is  buried,  so  that  means  that  you  are  likely 
to  get  killed  yourselves.  We  don't  do  such  busi¬ 
ness  on  the  sly,  so  you  need  fear  nothing  from 
us,  unless  you  try  your  game  first.  I  told  the 
redskin  to  tell  you  that  the  next  time  you  fired 
a  shot  at  any  of  us  you  would  get  vour  medi¬ 
cine.  I  now  tell  you  so  to  your  face.  If  you  had 
not  declared  that  you  would  like  to  see  one  of 
us  show  up,  I  shouldn’t  have  showed  myself.  But 
when  I  find  that  a  man  is  real  anxious  to  see  me, 
I  always  try  and  accommodate  him.” 

The  face  of  the  villainous  leader  of  the  gang 
was  a  study  as  he  listened  to  these  words.  H« 
knew  not  what  to  say.  But  it  was  evident  that 
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he  would  have  shot  the  boy  on  the  spot,  had  he 
only  been  able  to  do  it  without  endangering  his 
own  life.  His  four  friends  and  the  Indian  looked 
solely  to  him  to  get  them  out  of  the  scrape,  too. 
That  left  him  in  a  very  bad- position.  Blake  look¬ 
ed  at  them  in  a  helpless  way,  and  this  only  add¬ 
ed  to  the  fear  they  felt.  It  was  quite  likely  that, 
they  expected  to  be  made  prisoners  and  taken 
back  to  Silver  City  to  be  locked  up.  What  was 
their  relief,  then,  when  Young  Wild  West  went 
on  to  say: 

“You’ve  heard  about  all  I  want  to  tell  you,  so 
we  will  consider  the  interview’  at  an  end.  Come, 
Charlie!  We’ll  go  back  to  the  camp,  I  reckon.” 

So  saying,  Wild  stepped  back  in  the  bushes. 
The  scout  did  likewise,  but  they  both  were  keep¬ 
ing  their  eyes  on  the  men.  They  had  the  advan¬ 
tage  of  them,  too,  as  the  light  from  the  blazing 
campfire  enabled  them  to  see  every  move  they 
made.  But  none  of  them  offered  to  do  a  thing. 
They  had  had  the  starch  taken  out  of  them,  so  to 
speak,  and  the  dashing  young  deadshot  and  his 
partner  were  masters  of  the  situation.  After 
waiting  a  full  minute,  and  finding  that  the  vil¬ 
lains  did  not  mean  to  follow  them,  Wild  and  the 
scout  stole  softly  from  the  spot.  They  made 
their  way  back  to  the  camp,  giving  the  signal 
they  always  used  in  the  nighttime,  which  was 
the  hoot  of  an  owl  tw’ice  in  succession,  so  Jim 
Dart  would  know  that  everything  was  all  right. 
Hadley  and  his  wife  grew’  excited  when  they 
heard  w*hat  had  transpired. 

“You  two  fellows  have  got  more  grit  and  nerve 
than  a  dozen  ordinary  men,”  the  young  man  de¬ 
clared,  as  he  looked  at  them  in  admiration. 

“Oh,  I  don’t  know'  about  that,”  Wild  answered. 
“It  is  all  in  our  line  of  business,  I  suppose.  We 
have  to  stack  up  against  some  pretty  tough  cus¬ 
tomers  sometimes,  and  there  is  nothing  like  let¬ 
ting  them  know  what  sort  of  .  stuff  we  are  made 
of.” 

“They  generally  finds  that  it  is  putty  good 
stuff,  too,  I  reckon,”  added  the  scout,  smiling 
grimly. 

“If  I  thought  w’e  were  going  to  get  into  any 
serious  trouble  with  them  I  would  advise  turning 
in  some  other  direction  and  let  them  go  ahead 
and  make  their  search  for  the  treasure,”  said 
Hadley,  after  a  pause. 

“That  wouldn’t  do  now,”  Wild  retorted  quickly. 
“They  have  opened  the  game  and  we  must  play  it 
out  with  them.  If  we  don’t  win  it  will  be  the 
first  time.“  I  w’on’t  say  that  we’ll  find  the  Aztec 
jewels,  for  w’e  have  no  proof  that  there  are  any 
here;  but  I  will  say  that  we’ll  make  Rickety  Blake 
wish  he  had  never  declared  war  against  us.  It 
is  all  his  own  doings,  and  now  he  must  take  what 
comes.  We  will  go  on  with  our  hunt  in  the  hills, 
but,  for  the  nmst  part,  the  hunt  will  be  for  the 
Aztec  jewels.” 

“That’s  the  way  to  talk!”  exclaimed  Jennie 
Hadley.  “We  will  stick,  Will!” 

“Just  as  Young  Wild  West  says,  Jennie,”  was 
the  reply.  “He  is  the  boss.  We  put  ourselves 
under  hi.s  leadership,  you  know.” 

“Of  course,  we  did,  and  if  the  sneaking  ga¬ 
loot  interfere  with  us  again  they  will  get  their 
medicine,  that’s  all!” 

The  ranch  girl’s  eyes  flashed  as  she  spoke  in 
true  Western  fa  hion.  Hop  Wah  was  now  called 
and  told  to  snow  them  some  of  his  tricks,  which 


he  did,  and  in  this  way  the  evening  slipped  by, 
and  at  length  it  was  time  to  turn  in. 

“Go  ahead  and  sleep  sound,”  said  Wild  to  Had¬ 
ley  and  his  wife.  “We  will  be  on  the  watch,  and 
no  danger  will  come.” 

He  was  right  in  this,  for  they  were  not  dis¬ 
turbed  by  any  human  beings  during  the  night. 
The  cries  of  wild  animals  kept  Hadley  awake  for 
some  time,  however,  but  he  dropped  off  into  a 
sound  slumber  at  last,  and  it  was  not  until  the 
breakfast  was  ready  and  waiting  for  him  that  he 
awoke. 

“Now,  then,  ladies  and  gentlemen,”  said  Wild, 
“we  will  start  out  on  our  real  hunt  in  the  hills. 
It  is  for  the  Aztec  jewels.  The  sun  is  rising,  and 
I  have  located  the  direction  to  go.  Instead  of 
heading  for  the  setting  sun,  we  will  go  in  a  di¬ 
rection  opposite  to  the  rising  sun.  I  want  you 
all  to  be  on  the  lookout  for  a  rock  that  is  shaped 
like  a  horse’s  head.” 

“We  will  do  that,  all  right,”  declared  Hadley. 
“But  we  may  as  well  shoot  some  game  on  the 
way.  I  would  like  to  get  a  shot  at  a  bear.” 

“I’ll  see  that  yer  git  that  chance,  then,”  spoke 
up  the  scout.  “One  has  been  sniffin’  around  ther 
camp  durin’  ther  night,  ’cause  I  was  jest  lookin’ 
at  his  tracks.  You  jest  take  yer  time  an’  eat 
yer  breakfast,  an’  then  we’ll  go  'out  an’  land  that 
bear.” 


CHAPTER  X. — Charlie  and  Hadley  in  Hard  Luck. 

Will  Hadley  was  delighted  at  the  prospect  of 
getting  a  bear,  and  he  soon  ate  his  breakfast. 
Charlie  was  waiting  for  him,  and  as  soon  as  the 
young  man  was  through,  he  motioned  for  him  to 
follow  him.  Right  within  a  hundred  feet  of  the 
camp  were  the  fresh  imprints  of  a  bear’s  feet. 
The  tenderfoot  would  not  have  known  what  sort 
of  an  animal  it  was  that  made  them,  but  to  the 
scout  the  prints  were  as  plain  as  the  letters  of 
the  alphabet. 

“There  yer  are!”  he  exclaimed,  pointing  at  the 
tracks.  “What  do  yer  think  of  that  fur  a  bear?” 

“My!”  said  Hadley,  opening  wide  his  eyes.  “It 
must  be  a  big  one,  Charlie.” 

“No,  it  ain’t,  either,”  was  the  reply.  “It  ain’t 
more’n  a  year-old  bear,  if  it’s  that.  You  jest 
git  your  gun,  an’  we’ll  strike  out  after  him  while 
ther  heathens  is  gittin’  things  ready  ter  move.” 

The  tenderfoot  lost  no  time  in  getting  his  rifle. 

“I  am  going  for  a  bear  with  Cheyenne  Charlie,” 
he  said  to  his  wife. 

“All  right,”  was  the  reply.  “Just  see  if  you 
can’t  bring  him  down  at  the  first  shot,  if  you  do 
happen  to  get  the  chance.” 

The  tracks  led  into  a  patch  of  woods  off  to  the 
right,  and,  picking  his  way  through  the  bushes, 
Charlie  went  on,  the  tenderfoot  following  as  best 
he  could.  For  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  mile  they 
continued  on,  and  then  suddenly  the  scout  came 
in  sight  of  the  game. 

“There  he  is!”  he’-whifcpered,  taking  Hadley  by 
the  shoulder  and  turfung  him  in  the  proper  direc¬ 
tion  to  see.  “He’s  up  on  that  ledge  there.” 

“I  see  him!”  exclaimed  the  young  man  excite- 
edly.  “Shall  I  shoot?” 

“Yes;  let  yourself  go.” 

The  bear  was  on  a  ledge,  which  was  at  the 
top  of  a  steep  descent,  and  directly  in  front  of 
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them.  Taking  it  in  a  straight  line,  the  animal 
was  not  quite  two  hundred  feet  away.  Hadley 
raised  his  rifle  to  his  shoulder  and,  taking  aim, 
pulled  the  trigger.  Crang!  As  the  report  rang 
out  the  bear  staggered,  and  then,  growling  with 
rage  and  pain,  it  came  rolling  dowm  the  hill. 

“I  got  him!”  cried  Hadley  gleefully,  as  he  start¬ 
ed  to  meet  the  tumbling  carcass. 

“Hold  on!”  cautioned  the  scout.  “Don’t  git  too 
close  ter  him,  Hadley.  It  ain’t  likely  that  he’s 
dead  yet.  Look  out!” 

But  the  eager  hunter  did  not  seem  to  hear  him. 
He  ran  up  the  slope,  and  as  the  carcass  came  to 
a  stop  against  a  rock  that  was  in  the  way  of  its 
descent  he  climbed  up,  and  was  about  to  put  his 
foot  on  it  and  cry  out  in  triumph,  when  some¬ 
thing  happened  that  he  was  hardly  prepared  for. 
Though  badly  wounded,  the  bear  was  not  dead. 
As  Hadley  stepped  up  to  it,  the  animal  had  just 
finished  gathering  itself  together.  Out  went  one 
of  its  paws  as  the  effort  to  rise  was  made,  and 
the  tenderfoot  received  a  blow  on  the  hip  that 
caused  him  to  lose  his  balance  and  fall.  But  that 
was  not  all!  Though  he  made  a  desperate  effort 
to  stop  himself,  he  failed,  and  down  he  went, 
rolling  over  and  over,  about  the  same  as  the  bear 
had  done,  until  he  got  to  the  level  below.  When 
he  picked  himself  up  he  was  just  In  time  to  see 
Charlie  doing  stunts  with  the  wounded  bear.  The 
scout  wanted  to  let  Hadley  finish  him,  so  he  was 
trying  to  keep  the  bear  in  the  vicinity.  He  would 
chase  the  bear  a  few  steps,  and  then  the  bear 
would  turn  and  chase  him.  In  this  way  Charlie 
managed  to  get  him  to  the  bottom  of  the  descent, 
and  as  he  did  so  he  called  out* 

“Go  ahead  an’  finish  him,  Hadley!  Give  him 
one  right  behind  ther  left  foreshoulder,” 

“All  right,  Charlie,”  was  the  reply;  “I’ll  try 
hard  to  do  it.” 

Crang!  The  next  minute  the  young  man’s  rifle 
spoke,  and  this  time  his  aim  was  true.  The  bul¬ 
let  pierced  the  bear’s  heart,  and  over  it  rolled  in 
the  last  struggle  with  death. 

“Come  on!”  said  Charlie.  “We’ll  skin  him 
while  he’s  hot.  Git  your  knife  out.  I  s’pose 
ou’ll  want  ter  take  ther  skin  in,  ’cause  it’s  ther 
rst  bear  yer  ever  brought  down.” 

“Oh,  yes.  I  wouldn’t  miss  getting  the  bear- 
pkin  for  a  great  deal.  I  really  believe  that  I 
wouldn’t  sell  it  for  a  thousand  dollars!” 

“Well,  I  don’t  blame  yer  so  much.  I  would 
not - ” 

Thud!  The  scout  received  a  blow  on  the  back 
of  his  head  which  sent  him  forward  on  his  face, 
stunned  and  bleeding.  Will  Hadley  turned  and 
found  himself  looking  into  the  muzzle  of  a  re¬ 
volver,  which  was  in  the  hand  of  Rickety  Blake. 

“Not  ther  least  bit  of  a  sound,  Hadley!”  hissed 
the  villain.  “I  warned  yer  not  ter  come  here; 
now  you’ve  got  ter  take  ther  consequences.  Yo\i 
will  come  with  us  now.  Boys,  jest  tie  up  ther  ga¬ 
loot  on  ther  ground  afore  he  comes  to,  or  he  might 
make  trouble  fur  us.” 

One  Moccasin  and  the  villain  known  as  Sim¬ 
mons  quickly  obeyed  him.  They  were  just  in 
time,  for  Charlie  was  about  recovering  from  the 
effects  of  the  blow.  Before  he  could  do  anything, 
however,  he  was  bound  with  a  piece  of  rope  and 
a  gag  was  thrust  into  his  mouth. 

“Injun  knock  down  paleface  heap  much  quick," 
iiaid  One  Moccasin,  grinning  at  his  victim. 


“You  done  it,  did  yer?  All  right!  I’ll  re¬ 
member  that.  Jest  wait  till  I  git  a  chance  at  yer, 
One  Moccasin!  There’ll  be  ther  need  of  an  Injun 
grave  mighty  quick.  You’re  worse  than  a  rattler, 
yer  are!” 

“Ugh!  Paleface  heap  much  talk.” 

The  Apache  was  putting  on  the  ways  of  a  hos¬ 
tile  now,  and  he  acted  just  as  though  he  was  on 
the  warpath  and  cared  no  more  for  the  palefaces 
than  he  did  for  so  many  dogs.  But  when  he  be¬ 
gan  to  do  a  sort  of  dance  about  the  scout  Rickety 
Blake  put  a  sudden  stop  to  it  by  giving  him  a 
hearty  kick. 

“Stop  that,  you  blamed  fool!”  he  exclaimed. 
“Take  your  prisoner  an’  light  out  with  him.  This 
ain’t  no  free  show,  an’  there  ain’t  no  music  ter 
dance  by.” 

One  Moccasin  was  as  much  surprised  as  he  was 
angered  by  the  kick,  but  he  knew  better  than 
to  resent.  He  ordered  Charlie  to  get  up,  which 
he  did  right  awray.  Disarmed,  with  his  hands 
tied  securely  behind  him  and  a  gag  made  with  a 
piece  of  blanket  and  a  strip  of  buckskin  in  his 
mouth,  the  scout  was  in  a  bad  box.  And  it  was 
not  long  before  Hadley  was  fixed  the  same  way. 
Then  the  three  villains  marched  their  prisoners 
around  and  finally  came  to  their  camp. 

“You’ve  got  'em,  eh?”  said  Ryder,  as  they  came 
up.  “All  right,  then.  We’ve  got  ther  ropes  ready. 
We’ll  lower  ther  galoots  down  in  ther  hole,  so 
when  ther  rest  of  ’em  comes  here  lookin’  fur 
them  they  won’t  find  a  trace  of  ’em.  This  way, 
Injun!” 

Right  back  of  the  camp,  about  a  hundred  feet, 
was  a  chasm.  It  was  really  a  split  in  the  ground, 
extending  how  far  down  no  one  knew,  It  had 
been  there  since  time  began,  probably,  and  the 
grass  and  vegetation  grew  close  to  the  edge  on 
either  side.  In  discovering  it  the  villain  named 
Ryder  had  narrowly  missed  tumbling  into  the 
opening.  It  was  he  who  suggested  that  they 
catch  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  the  tenderfoot  and 
hang  them  down  there,  for  as  soon  as  they  saw 
the  two  starting  out  with  their  rifles  over  their 
shoulders  they  guessed  that  they  were  going 
hunting.  Then  it  was  easy  for  the*  three  to  work 
their  way  around  and  accomplish  their  purpose. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  had  been  caught  napping, 
but  there  was  no  use  in  crying  over  spilled  milk, 
he  thought.  As  he  heard  what  the  villain  said 
on  their  arrival  at  the  camp,  the  scout  got  very 
uneasy.  But  he  was  not  kept  long  in  suspense. 
Ryder  knew  just  what  he  meant  to  do,  and  he 
lost  no  time  in  doing  it  In  less  than  five  min¬ 
utes  a  lariat  was  tied  about  the  bodies  of  the  two 

Srisoners,  close  up  under  their  arms,  and  then 
lev  were  dragged  to  the  edge  of  the  chasm  and 
pushed  over.  Down  the  full  length  of  the  lariats 
they  went,  the  ends  being  tied  to  a  tree  near  at 
hand,  and  the  rope  covered  with  leaves  and 
brush. 

“I  reckon  they  won't  find  ’em  very  soon,”  said 
Ryder,  with  a  chuckle  of  satisfaction.  “Let  ’em 
come  an’  blame  us  fur  ther  disappearance  of  ther 
two,  if  they  want  ter.  We’re  goin’  ter  stay  right 
hero  till  ther  sun  gits  low,  an’  then  we’re  goin' 
ter  find  that  Aztec  treasure,  or  whatever  it  is." 

“That’s  right!"  exclaimed  Rickety  Blake.  “But 
I  think  we  oughter  cut  them  ropes  an’  let  ther 
two  galoots  go  on  down,  though." 
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CHAPTER  XL — Villain’s  Triumph  Is  Short. 

Those  of  our  friends  at  the  camp  heard  the  shot 
fired  by  Hadley,  and  they  guessed  that  the  bear 
had  been  found  and  slaughtered. 

“They  will  soon  be  in  with  the  skin  and  hams,” 
said  Jim  Dart.  “Charlie  knows  that  we  are  in  a 
hurry  to  get  away.” 

They  went  on  with  their  preparations  to  leave, 
Wild  keeping  a  watch  in  the  direction  of  the 
camp  of  the  villains  meanwhile.  Though  the  boy 
thought  Rickety  Blake  would  make  no  further 
move  against  them  until  he  found  they  were  on 
the  inside  track  in  the  hunt  for  the  Aztec  jewels, 
he  knew  it  was  advisable  to  be  on  the  watch. 
Wild  could  judge  the  distance  to  the  spot  where 
the  shots  had  been  fired,  and  he  figured  that  in 
fifteen  minutes  the  two  should  show  up  with  the 
bearskin  and  hams.  He  had  not  the  least  doubt 
that  the  bear  had  been  found  and  shot,  for  he 
knew  that  Charlie  never  made  a  mistake  when 
he  started  on  the  track  of  a  bear.  Fifteen  min¬ 
utes  passed.  They  were  ready  and  waiting  to 
leave  now.  But  the  scout  and  Hadley  failed  to 
put  in  appearance. 

“Me  go  lookee  for  Misler  Charlie  and  Misler 
Hadley,  so  be,”  said  Hop,  looking  at  Wild  for 
permission. 

“All  right;  go  ahead,”  was  the  reply. 

Hop  started  off.  He  no  sooner  got  out  of 
sight  than  he  turned  toward  a  cliff  to  the  left. 

“Me  gittee  up  lillee  high;  len  me  allee  sarnee 
lookee  ’lound,  so  be,”  he  muttered.  “Maybe  um 
bad  mans  makee  tlouble  with  Misler  Charli  and 
Misler  Hadley.” 

He  soon  reached  the  top  of  the  cliff.  The  first 
place  he  looked  at  was  the  camp  of  the  villains. 
He  saw  them  busy  eating  their  breakfast,  with 
no  one  keeping  a  watch.  But  nothing  could  he 
see  of  the  ones  he  sought.  Charlie  and  the  ten¬ 
derfoot  were  nowhere  in  sight.  Hop  came  down 
the  cliff. 

“Me  go  over  and  hear  what  um  bad  gang  talkee 
’bout,”  he  thought. 

Suiting  the  action  to  the  thought,  he  set  out, 
making  his  way  cautiously  through  the  bushes. 
Hop  was  pretty  careful  for  one  who  had  learned 
all  he  knew  about  woodcraft  since  he  had  been 
in  America.  He  reached  the  vicinity  of  the  camp 
in  a  very  clever  fashion,  and  when  he  peered 
through  the  bushes  and  found  that  all  the  gang 
was  there  save  One  Moccasin  he  wondered  where 
the  redskin  could  be  just  then.  As  well  as  Hop 
had  managed  it  in  getting  so  close,  luck  was 
against  him,  for  it  so  happened  that  One  Mocca¬ 
sin  had  left  the  camp  but  a  couple  of  minutes 
before  to  make  a  tour  of  inspection  and  find  out 
what  our  friends  were  up  to.  As  luck  would  have 
it,  he  sighted  the  Chinaman  as  he  was  creeping 
through  the  bushes.  The  Indian  wanted  to  show 
the  men  he  had  cast  his  lot  with  that  he  was 
worth  something,  so  he  decided  to  capture  the 
prowling  Chinaman  and  take  him  to  the  camp. 
Hop  was  watching  the  five  men  as  they  conversed 
and  casting  an  occasional  eye  at  the  squaw,  who 
was  acting  as  cook  for  the  party.  Suddenly  a 
hand  gripped  him  by  the  back  of  the  neck  and 
the  muzzle  of  a  revolver  was  pressed  against  his 
forehead. 

“Chinee  keep  still  I”  said  One  Moccasin.  “Me 


catch,  and  me  take  to  Rickety  Blake.  Chinee 
heap  much  fool!” 

“Allee  light,”  answered  Hop,  in  a  choking  whis¬ 
per;  “me  no  makee  noise,  so  be.” 

Then  the  redskin  marched  him  into  camp  at  the 
point  of  his  pistol. 

“Jumpin’  bears!”  exclaimed  Blake,  springing  to 
his  feet,  a  grin  appearing  on  his  face,  as  if  by 
magic.  “Where  did  yer  git  ther  heathen,  One 
Moccasin  ?” 

“He  come  to  spy  on  camp,”  was  the  reply;  “me 
see  him  and  me  catch  quick.” 

“You’re  a  dandy,  Moccasin!”  spoke  up  Ryder. 
“I  reckon  we’ll  chuck  him  down  ther  hole,  so  ther 
other  two  kin  see  him  go  shootin’  past  ’em.  A 
heathen  Chinee’s  life  ain’t  worth  nothin’,  any¬ 
how.” 

Hop  was  soon  gagged  and  then,  with  his  hands 
tied  behind  him,  he  was  lowered  over  the  edge  of 
the  chasm,  the  same  as  Charlie  and  the  tenderfoot 
had  been.  The  rope  was  concealed,  as  before,  and 
then  the  villains  went  back  to  the  campfire. 

“Now  ter  wait  till  Young  Wild  West  comes, 
which  won’t  be  very  long,”  said  Ryder. 

But  half  an  hour  passed,  and  they  were  not 
disturbed.  Then,  all  of  a  sudden,  a  voice  called 
out: 

“Hold  up  your  hands,  you  sneaking  coyotes!” 

It  was  Young  Wild  West  who  gave  the  com¬ 
mand.  After  waiting  a  reasonable  length  of 
time,  he  had  suggested  to  Jim  that  they  go  and 
look  for  the  missing  scout  and  Hadley.  It  did 
not  take  them  long  to  find  the  dead  bear,  and 
then  they  soon  discovered  evidences  of  a  strug¬ 
gle.  Footprints  on  the  ground  were  numerous. 

“The  villains  have  been  here,  and  they  have 
surprised  them  and  taken  them  prisoners,”  said 
Wild.  “They  haven’t  tried  to  cover  up  their 
tracks,  either.” 

“That’s  right,”  Jim  answered.  “Come  on!  We 
must  get  them  away  from  the  galoots  before 
they  kill  them.” 

“I  hardly  think  Rickety  Blake  will  dare  to  kill 
them,”  said  our  hero  coolly.  “He  knows  better 
than  to  do  anything  like  that.  The  only  way  he 
will  do  any  killing  now  is  when  he  gets  a  chance 
at  me.  It  seems  that  I  am  the  one  he  wants, 
Jim.” 

“Yes,  that’s  right.” 

Leaving  the  bear  where  it  was,  they  started  on 
the  trail  the  three  villains  made  when  they  led 
away  their  prisoners.  As  they  neared  the  camp 
of  the  gang  both  our  hero  and  Dart  were  satis¬ 
fied  that  they  would  find  Charlie  and  the  tender¬ 
foot  prisoners  there.  They-  moved  up  cautiously, 
and  finally  getting  near  enough,  they  stopped  and 
looked  and  listened.  The  villains  were  all  there, 
but  there  were  no.  signs  of  any  one  else.  They 
could  not  see  Young  Wild  West  and  his  partner 
when  the  command  rang  out,  but  the  villains 
promptly  held  up  their  hands.  Evidently  each 
man  felt  that  to  disobey  meant  death  for  him, 
and  they  were  not  going  to  run  any  such  chances. 

Wild  and  Jim  stepped  into  view.  The  squaw 
sat  on  the  ground  in  an  indifferent  way.  She 
did  not  seem  to  care  what  happened.  But  One 
Moccasin  was  plainly  much  afraid. 

“Ugh!”  he  exclaimed.  “What  Young  Wild  West 
want  ?” 

“We  want  the  two  men  you  brought  here.  You 
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have  got  just  two  minutes  in  which  to  produce 
them.  Do  you  hear  what  I  say?” 

“We  ain’t  got  no  two  men  here,  as  I  knows  of, 
answered  Rickety  Blake.  “I  don’t  know  what’s 
gittin’  through  yer,  Young  Wild  West.” 

“Well,  you’ll  know  what  is  getting  tn rough 
you  presently.  It  will  be  a  bullet!  Now  just 
tell  where  Cheyenne  Charley  and  Will  Hadley 
are — quick!” 

“If  yer  think  they’re  here,  look  around  an’  sat¬ 
isfy  yourselves.” 

Rickety  was  remarkably  cool  now,  and  such 
talk  was  bound  to  have  a  certain  weight.  But 
the  trail  told  our  hero  that  the  prisoners  had 
been  brought  there,  if  they  were  not  there  now. 
He  was  not  going  to  be  bluffed.  It  occurred  to 
him  that  he  could  do  better  with  the  redskin 
than  any  of  the  rest,  so,  turning  to  him,  he  ex¬ 
claimed: 

“One  Moccasin,  if  you  ever  expect  to  go  away 
from  here  alive,  tell  me  what  you  did  with  the 
■two  men  you  caught!” 

“Me  tell!”  was  the  quick  reply.  “We  hang 
down  hole  with  ropes.” 

The  five  white  men  flashed  a  simultaneous 
glance  of  hate  at  the  Apache.  But  there  was  no 
use  now,  so  they  all  admitted  that  they  had  not 
only  caught  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Will  Hadley, 
but  Hop  as  well;  and  that  they  had  lowered  them 
into  the  chasm. 


CHAPTER  XII. — A  Remarkable  Escape. 

While  Cheyenne  Charlie  realized  that  they  were 
In  a  dangerous  position  as  they  were  lowered 
into  the  yawning  crack  in  the  earth,  his  courage 
never  left  him.  He  could  see  the  face  of  Hadley 
as  they  went  downward,  almost  side  by  side,  and 
he  noticed  that  it  was  as  pale  as  death.  The 
scout  shot  a  glance  of  encouragement  at  him,  but 
that  was  all  he  could  do.  Not  until  the  rope  had 
let  them  down  as  far  as  they  could  go  did  Char¬ 
lie  breathe  a  sigh  of  relief,  however.  As  dark 
as  it  was  down  there,  he  could  see  a  ledge  and 
the  mouth  of  a  small  cave  right  at  his  elbow.  The 
sight  of  this  was  enough  to  make  him  breathe  a 
sigh  of  relief,  for,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  he 
was  bound  and  gagged,  the  situation  seemed 
greatly  improved.  The  two  men  were  hanging 
so  close  together  that  their  arms  touched  as  they 
swung  around.  The  cliff  went  in  after  it  got  a 
few  feet  down  from  the  top,  and  hence  they  did 
not  touch  it  with  their  bodies.  The  distance  to 
the  other  side  was  but  six  feet,  too,  and  as  far 
down  as  the  scout  could  see  the  depth  extended. 
The  silence  was  absolute,  for  the  voices  of  those 
above  had  died  out  before  they  got  down  to  the 
full  length  of  the  ropes.  Charlie  was  hanging 
about  two  feet  higher  than  his  companions  in 
distress,  and  as  his  back  swung  around  he  was 
imbued  with  a  sudden  idea.  If  ne  could  manage 
to  touch  the  gag  in  his  companion’s  mouth  he 
might  remove  it,  and  then  Hadley  could  pos¬ 
sibly  chew  the  rope  until  it  gave  way  about  his 
wrists. 

He  started  to  swing  a  little.,  and  soon  he  bump¬ 
ed  against  Hadley.  Then  he  had  to  wait  till  he 
came  around  ngain.  This  time  his  fingers  caught 
hold  of  the  knot  that  held  the  gag  in  the  young 
man’s  mouth.  Charlie  held  right  on,  and  Hadley 


quickly  understood  what  he  was  trying  to  do. 
The  fingers  of  both  the  scout’s  hands  got  at  work, 
and  it  proved  easier  than  he  had  expected.  The 
moment  he  felt  the  knot  give  away  he  pressed 
his  fingers  on  Hadley's  lips,  indicating  that  he 
must  keep  perfectly  still,  and  not  utter  a  cry  for 
help.  Luckily  the  young  man  understood. 

“I’ll  try  and  bite  through  the  rope  and  free 
your  hands,  Charlie,”  he  said,  in  a  whisper,  as 
soon  as  he  recovered  the  use  of  his  tongue. 

Charlie  gave  a  grunt  to  signify  that  he  heard 
him,  but  that  was  all  he  could  do.  Of  the  two 
tasks,  Hadley  had  the  hardest  one.  But  he  had 
a  good  set  of  teeth,  and  this  was  bound  to  tell. 
He  chewed  away  desperately,  and  at  the  expira¬ 
tion  of  five  minutes  he  had  accomplished  his  pur¬ 
pose.  The  first  thing  the  scout  did  on  finding 
his  hands  and  arms  free  was  to  remove  the  gag 
from  his  mouth.  Then  he  said,  speaking  as  coolly 
as  though  not  the  least  bit  of  danger  threatened 
them: 

“Take  it  easy,  Hadley!  We’re  goin’  ter  win 
out  in  this  game,  as  sure  as  you’re  alive!  Jest 
wait  a  minute.  I’ll  be  on  that  ledge  in  a  jiffy. 
Then  I’ll  haul  you  up.” 

“Go  ahead.  Don’t  wait  too  long.  The  ropes 
might  break.” 

“Oh,  there  ain’t  no  danger  of  that;  don’t  let 
that  worry  yer.” 

It  was  no  difficult  feat  to  get  upon  the  ledge, 
and  once  there  Charlie  lost  no  time  in  pulling 
his  companion  there.  Then  he  quickly  untied 
him. 

“Do  yer  see  that  cave?”  he  said,  pointing  into 
the  darkness. 

“Yes,”  was  the  reply.  “But  what  good  will 
that  do  us?” 

“Why,  there  may  be  a  way  ter  git  out  from 
ther  other  end.  I’ve  seen  sicli  caves,  an’  plenty 
of  'em,  in  my  time.” 

“Oh!” 

“Come  ahead;  we’ll  take  a  look.” 

Leaving  the  ropes  hanging,  they  entered  the 
cave.  The  villains  had  taken  the  trouble  to  make 
a  search  of  them  when  they  captured  them,  but 
had  simply  taken  their  weapons  from  them.  Both 
had  matches.  Charlie  lighted  one  and  moved 
into  the  darkness  of  the  cave.  Much  to  his  sat¬ 
isfaction,  he  found  that  a  passage  extended 
straight  back  from  the  cliff,  and  that  it  ran  up¬ 
ward,  at  that. 

“Come  on!”  exclaimed  Charlie.  “I  reckon  we’ll 
soon  git  out  of  here,  Hadley.” 

“I  hope  we  do,”  was  the  reply. 

The  scout  kept  lighting  matches  as  they  pro¬ 
ceeded,  and  when  about  a  hundred  yards  had 
been  traversed  they  suddenly  saw  daylight  ahead. 
Charlie  felt  like  letting  out  a  genuine  cowboy 
yell.  But  he  curbed  his  feelings  and  they  con¬ 
tinued  on  and  came  out  into  the  open  air. 

“How’s  that,  Hadley?”  said  Charlie,  as  he 
seized  his  companion’s  band  and  gave  it  a  heartv 
shake. 

“It  seems  too  good  to  be  true,”  was  the  reply. 

“But  it  is  true,  jest  ther  same.  There’s  our 
camp  right  over  there.  We  ain’t  more’n  two  hun¬ 
dred  yards  from  it.” 

“Let  us  get  there  ns  quickly  as  possible,  then." 

“Hold  on!  We  won’t  go  yet.  I’ve  got  an  idea." 

“What  are  you  going  to  do?” 

“We’ll  go  back  to  ther  ledge." 
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•What  for?” 

The  tenderfoot  was  much  surprised  at  this 
proposal. 

“Well,  I  want  ter  fool  them  galoots  what  low¬ 
ered  us  down.” 

Hadley,  though  he  would  much  rather  have 
made  for  the  camp,  accompanied  the  scout  back 
through  the  passage.  When  they  got  to  the  end 
of  it  they  received  a  genuine  surprise  that  knock¬ 
ed  out  all  those  they  had  experienced  so  far. 
Hop  Wah,  with  his  mouth  gagged  and  his  hands 
tied  behind  him,  wras  swinging  back  and  forth 
before  the  entrance  of  the  cave! 

“Great  gimlets!”  gasped  the  scout.  “I  reckon 
it  was  a  good  thing  we  come  back,  Hadley.” 

“Yes.  I  should  say  it  wasl”  was  the  reply. 

“You  almond-eyed  galoot!  What  are  you  doin' 
here?”  queried  the  scout,  as  he  reached  out  and 
caught  hold  of  the  human  pendulum. 

Hop  tried  to  give  a  cry  of  joy,  but  the  gag 
would  not  permit  him. 

“Jest  keep  cool,  an’  don’t  go  ter  yellin’,”  ad¬ 
monished  Charlie,  as  he  succeeded  in  landing 
him  on  the  ledge.  “You’re  all  right,  Hop.” 

Hop  could  hardly  speak  when  the  gag  was  ta¬ 
ken  from  his  mouth.  He  had  been  badly  fright¬ 
ened,  cool  hand  that  he  was. 

“Oh,  Misler  Charlie!”  he  managed  to  gasp,  af¬ 
ter  a  few  seconds. 

“Thought  yer  was  a  goner,  eh?”  queried  the 
scout,  a  broad  grin  creeping  over  his  tanned  coun¬ 
tenance. 

“Me  tlinkee  me  gone,  sure,  so  be,  Misler  Char¬ 
lie.  Me  comee  down;  when  me  no  see  you  and 
Misler  Hadley  no  here  me  makee  upee  mindee 
to  go  to  um  Chinee  heaven,  allee  samee  pletty 
quickee.” 

“Well,  you’re  a  good  ways  from  that  place,  I 
reckon.  I  don’t  believe  there  is  any  sich  a  place 
as  a  Chinee  heaven,  anyhow;  heathens  don’t  go 
ter  sich  a  nice  place  as  that;  they  go  ter  ther 
other  place,  which  is  said  ter  be  so  hot  that 
water  will  bum  when  it  touches  it.” 

The  spirits  Charlie  was  in  told  Hop  that  there 
was  no  danger  of  them  having  to  remain  where 
they  were,  so  when  he  saw  him  roll  out  a  big 
stone  and  proceeded  to  tie  one  of  the  ropes  about 
it,  he  lent  a  hand. 

“What  are  you  going  to  do?”  asked  Hadley, 
looking  puzzled. 

“Well,  maybe  them  galoots  up  there  will  take  a 
notion  ter  pull  us  up  by  an’  by,  an’  if  they  do 
there’s  no  use  in  lettin’  ’em  know  that  they  ain't 
got  us  till  they  have  ther  work  of  pullin’  ther 
stones  up.  There’s  a  couple  of  more  stones  here, 
an’  they  all  weigh  more’n  a  hundred  pounds 
apiece.  Git  ter  work,  pard.” 

The  tenderfoot  brightened  up.  Though  it  was 
more  of  a  joke  on  the  villains  than  anything  else, 
he  gladly  joined  in  the  work.  In  a  few  minutes 
the  atones  were  attached  to  the  ropes. 

“Now  we'll  go  back  to  ther  camp,  I  reckon,” 
•aid  the  scout. 

“How  we  allee  samee  gitee  outee,  Misler  Char¬ 
lie?”  asked  the  Chinaman. 

“You  come  right  on;  we’ll  soon  show  yer,”  was 
the  reply. 

In  a  very  short  time  they  reached  the  mouth  of 
the  pa>:.-.age,  which  by  some  freak  of  nature  had 
b'er  there  to  help  them  get  out  of  the  hands 
of  the  villainous  gang.  Hop  was  all  smiles  when 


he  found  himself  in  the  open  air  once  more.  He 
related  how  he  came  to  fall  into  the  clutches  of 
Rickety  Blake  and  his  gang,  and  listened  as 
Hadley  told  how  he  and  Charlie  had  been  caught. 

“Never  mind,”  said  the  scout,  as  they  neared 
the  camp.  “You’ll  take  that  bearskin  back  with 
yer  when  yer  go  ter  Silver  City.  I  know  it, 
cause  I  feel  it  in  my  bones.” 

When  they  got  to  the  camp  they  found  only 
the  girls  and  Wing  there. 

“Where’s  Wild  and  Jim?”  asked  Charlie. 

“They  went  to  look  for  you,”  Arietta  replied 

“What  is  the  matter,  Will?”  questioned  hia 
wue,  as  she  noticed  that  he  was  without  his  rifle 
and  other  weapons. 

He  briefly  related  his  adventure,  while  the  girls 
listened  in  amazement. 

“I  reckon  we’d  better  go  an’  help  Wild  an’  Jim 
out,”  said  the  scout.  “They  might  need  us,  in¬ 
stead  of  us  needin’  them.” 

“That’s  right!”  exclaimed  Hadley,  as  he  took 
the  revolver  his  wife  handed  him. 

The  scout  quickly  got  another  revolver  and  a 
hunting  knife.  Then  he  took  Anna’s  rifle  and 
the  two  set  out. 


CHAPTER  Xin. — Arietta  and  the  Bear. 


Wild  looked  at  the  villains  as  they  admitted  to 
what  they  had  done  to  the  three  they  had  cap¬ 
tured.  1 

“You  are  sure  you  did  not  harm  them?”  hf 
said. 


No  more  than  ter  tie  their  hands  and  tie  up 
their  mouths,  so  they  couldn’t  holler  out  ”  an¬ 
swered  Ryder.  “We  never  intended  ter  kill  ’em 
or  anything  like  that.”  ' 


is  mat  so  : 


,  ,  .  ,  ,,  \  don  t  see  what  you  want¬ 

ed  to  catch  them  for,  then.” 

There  was  no  reply  to  this. 

“Just  haul  them  up,”  said  Wild;  “and  be  care¬ 
ful  that  nothing  happens,  too.  If  anything  does 
happen,  a  bullet  will  go  through  the  heart  of 
Rickety  Blake  the  first  thing!” 

“There  ain’t  goin’  ter  nothin’  happen,  Young 
Wild  West,  ’  replied  the  leader,  shaking  his  head 
We  re  done  of  this  kind  of  work.  I  mean  what 
I  say.” 


“Oh,  you  mean  to  let  us  alone  hereafter,  then?” 

“Yes,  so  long  as  you  let  us  alone,  an’  don’t 
take  nothin’  that  belongs  ter  us.” 

“All  right.  Go  ahead  and  haul  up  the  prison¬ 
ers  you  have  got  down  there.” 

Two  men  went  to  each  rope,  while  the  squaw 
stood  close  by,  watching  them.  The  first  two  to 
get  their  burden  up  were  Blake  and  Ryder.  They 
were  astounded  when  they  found  there  was  noth¬ 
ing  but  a  big  stone  tied  at  the  end  of  the  rope. 
Wild  and  Jim  were  not  a  little  surprised,  but  it 
quickly  dawned  upon  them  that  their  friends  had 
outwitted  the  villains  in  some  manner  or  other. 
The  other  two  ropes  had  stones  attached  to  them, 
too,  and  the  villains  looked  at  Wild  and  Jim  ia 
fear  and  helplessness. 


“Ha,  ha,  ha!” 

It  was  Cheyenne  Charlie’s  laugh. 

A  second  later  he  appeared  on  the  scene,  fol¬ 
lowed  by  Will  Hadley. 

“Sorter  fooled  yer,  didn’t  we?”  he  said,  ad¬ 
dressing  Blake  and  his  men.  “Yer  didn’t  think 
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we’d  ever  git  out  of  there  till  some  one  hauled 
us  up,  but  we  did.  I  reckon  there’s  more  than 
one  way  ter  kill  a  cat  besides  drownin’  it.  You’re 
ther  sickest  lot  of  bad  galoots  I  ever  seen,  you 
are!” 

“Never  mind  telling  them  how  you  got  out  of 
the  box  you  were  in,  Charlie,”  spoke  up  Wild. 
“It  will  give  them  a  chance  to  think.  I  reckon 
they’ll  find  out  before  they  are  through  that  they 
are*  up  against  a  tough  proposition  when  they 
tackle  us.” 

“We’re  done  interferin’  with  yer  in  any  way, 
so  long  as  you  don’t  interfere  with  us,  as  I  jest 
said  a  little"  while  ago,”  spoke  up  Rickety  Blake, 
shaking  his  head  decisively. 

“That  will  be  all  right.  You  ought  to  know 
that  I  wouldn’t  believe  you,  no  matter  "what  you 
said,”  retorted  our  hero. 

“Shall  we  tie  ’em  up,  Wild?”  asked  the  scout. 

“No;  we  won’t  bother  with  them,”  was  the 
reply. 

“What!  Yer  ain’t  goin’  ter  let  ’em  go,  after  all 
what  they’ve  done?” 

“Yes;  we  don’t  want  to  be  bothered  with  pris¬ 
oners.  If  we  were  on  our  way  to  Silver  City,  it 
would  be  different.  But  we  have  got  to  finish  our 
hunt  in  the  hills,  you  know.” 

Charlie  was  disappointed.  He  did  not  want  to 
let  the  villains  off  as  easily  as  that,  for  he  knew, 
almost  to  a  certainty,  that  they  would  kill  Wild 
if  they  got  what  they  thought  was  a  good  chance. 
But  he  never  went  against  what  our  hero  said. 

“Come  on;  we’ll  go  back  to  the  camp,  I  reck¬ 
on,”  said  the  young  deadshot  coolly.  “Just  take 
your  weapons  and  those  that  belong  to  Hop  with 
you,  boys.” 

Love  Light  heard  this,  and  she  quickly  got  the 
weapons  and  handed  them  to  them.  Then  they 
walked  out  of  the  camp,  taking  care  to  keep  a 
watch  for  some  traitorous  action  on  the  part  of 
the  men.  But  whether  Rickety  Blake  meant  what 
he  said  or  not,  he  did  not  offer  to  do  anything 
then.  The  girls  were  delighted  to  see  them  all 
back,  safe  and  sound,  and  for  the  next  ten  min¬ 
utes  they  were  busy  answering  questions  and  tell¬ 
ing  what  had  happened.  Hop  had  already  related 
his  part  of  the  story,  and  he  had  told  it  pretty 
straight,  even  if  he  spoke  in  pigeon  English.  In 
a  few  minutes  they  were  ready  to  start  again. 
The  course  was  struck  and  they  pushed  up  the 
hill  that  lay  before  them. 

“The  galoots  over  there  may  think  that  we 
have  given  up  the  idea  of  finding  the  treasure,” 
said  Wild,  as  they  rode  along.  “If  they  do,  so 
much  the  better,  as  it  will  only  give  us  plain 
sailing.  But  if  they  don’t  it  will  make  little  dif¬ 
ference.” 

Once  at  the  top  of  the  hill,  they  had  pretty 
good  traveling,  and  they  pushed  on  until  noon, 
shooting  considerable  game  as  they  proceeded. 
The  fact  was  that  they  had  already  killed  more 
game  than  they  could  use  before  it  spoiled;  but 
the  tenderfoot  was  anxious  to  keep  at  it,  so  he 
was  allowed  to  have  his  way  about  it.  But  Wild 
gave  the  rest  to  understand  that  they  must  let 
him  do  all  the  shooting  now,  unless  it  became 
necessary  for  some  one  else  to  take  a  hand.  It 
was  an  ideal  spot  that  they  halted  at,  as  there 
was  a  spring  of  water  trickling  down  the  rocks, 
and  all  one  had  to  do  was  to  hold  a  pail  or  cup 
and  catch  it  as  they  wanted. 
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Everybody  got  busy  as  soon  as  the  halt  was 
made.  '  Hop  and  Wing  gathered  wood  to  kindle 
a  fire,  while  the  rest  relieved  the  pack  horses  of 
their  loads  and  looked  after  the  other  horses. 
Arietta,  feeling  like  having  a  fresh  drink,  took 
up  a  pail  and  started  for  the  spring.  Wild  fol¬ 
lowed  her  as  far  as  the  fire,  his  rifle  in  his  hand, 
as  he  intended  to  oil  and  clean  it.  Arietta  had 
not  gone  far  when  our  hero  happened  to  look 
that  way.  He  was  surprised  to  see  a  bear  ad¬ 
vancing  toward  the  girl.  Just  then  it  uttered  a 
low  growl  and  raised  to  its  hind  legs.  Our  hero 
knew  that  the  bear  meant  business.  As  the  bear 
rose  and  started  toward  Arietta,  a  cry  of  warn¬ 
ing  escaped  Wild.  Raising  his  rifle,  he  fired  at 
the  beast  and  it  fell  with  a  bullet  in  its  brain. 
Both  Chinamen  were  frantic  with  fear. 

“That  settles  him,  Et,”  laughed  Wild. 

The  shot  brought  the  rest  of  the  members  of 
the  party  to  the  scene  in  a  hurry. 

“Great  gimlets!”  exclaimed  Cheyenne  Charlie. 
“Who  knew  that  a  bear  was  around  here  so 
close?” 

“Well,  I  think  that  fellow  was  pretty  saucy!* 
declared  Arietta. 

“Well,  he  would  certainly  have  made  you  feel 
his  clawrs  if  I  hadn’t  fired  just  as  1  did,”  her 
dashing  young  lover  answered. 

“Another  skin  to  take  back  with  us,”  remark¬ 
ed  Hadley,  after  the  excitement  was  over. 

“I  reckon  you’ll  have  ter  send  fur  a  wagon 
ter  take  ’em  all,  if  we  keep  on,”  said  the  scout, 
shrugging  his  shoulders. 

“We  may  need  a  wagon  to  carry  home  the 
Aztec  treasure,  Charlie,”  was  the  reply. 

“Yes — but  we’ll  have  ter  find  it  first.” 

The  scout  acted  as  though  he  did  not  take  very 
much  stock  in  the  treasure  business. 

“Never  mind,  Charlie,”  Arietta  remarked. 
“Jewels  don’t  take  up  much  space.  I  guess  we 
can  manage  to  carry  them  without  having  to  get 
a  wagon  for  the  purpose.” 

In  a  little  while  dinner  was  ready,  and  they 
all  ate  it,  just  as  though  nothing  had  happened 
out  of  the  ordinary. 


CHAPTER  XIV. — Arietta  and  the  Aztec  Jewels. 

After  they  had  taken  a  rest  of  an  hour,  Young 
Wild  West  and  his  friends  pushed  on  their  way. 
They  were  now  in  the  very  heart  of  the  hills 
that  reared  themselves  along  the  high  range. 
Arietta  and  Wild  were  riding  ahead,  and  just 
about  an  hour  after  they  started  from  the  spot 
they  had  halted  to  rest  the  girl  grabbed  her  lover 
by  the  arm  and  exclaimed: 

“Look  there,  Wild!  Does  that  big  rock  up 
there  look  nything  like  the  head  of  a  horse?” 

“Great  Scott!”  exclaimed  the  boy,  as  he  gazed 
in  the  direction  she  pointed.  “Et,  that’s  a  horse’s 
head,  all  right;  about  as  good  a  one  as  we  may 
expect  to  find  that  was  formed  by  the  hand  of 
Nature,  anyhow.  Hey,  back  there!  Everybody 
take  a  look  ahead!” 

In  less  than  five  seconds  every  one  in  the  party 
the  kig  rock  and  recognized  it. 

“We  are  going  in  the  direction  the  sinking  sun 
would  be,  if  it  was  time  for  it  to  go  down,”  said 
Wild.  “So  I  reckon  we’ll  stop  up  there" 
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Wondering  what  new  surprise  was  in  store  for 
them,  they  all  rode  directly  to  the  curiously  form¬ 
ed  rock.  It  so  happened  that  there  was  a  wide- 
mouthed  cave  within  a  hundred  feet  of  it,  for  the 
horse's  head  was  formed  right  at  the  end  of  a 
cliff.  The  cave  went  in  under  the  cliff,  but  not 
toward  the  rock.  As  he  looked  in  the  cave  Wild 
found  it  was  shallow,  but  quite  large  enough  to 
accommodate  them,  in  case  they  had  use  for  it. 
Mountain  streams  had  been  met  with  right  along, 
and  there  happened  to  be  one  there. 

“I  reckon  we'll  camp  right  here,’’  said  our 
hero.  “If  we  get  in  trouble  with  our  enemies, 
who  will  surely  come  along  and  see  the  horse’s 
head,  we  will  be  able  to  keep  out  of  the  way  of 
their  bullets.” 

“Maybe  we  takee  um  horsee  head  down,  so  ley 
no  see,”  remarked  Hop,  in  a  matter-of-fact  way. 

“Take  it  down!”  echoed  Will  Hadley. 

“Lat  light;  me  takee  down  velly  muchee  quick.” 

“Hop,”  said  Wild,  as  he  caught  on  to  the  Chi¬ 
naman’s  meaning,  “have  you  got  enough  powder 
to  dislodge  that  big  rock?” 

“Me  allee  samee  gottee  ’boutee  ten  pounds,  so 
be.” 

“Well,  that  would  be  enough,  I  suppose,  if  it 
was  used  right.” 

“Me  usee  allee  samee  light,  Misler  Wild,  if  you 
say  so.” 

“Go  ahead;  I’ll  leave  It  to  you.  You  know 
more  about  powder  and  explosives  than  I  do.” 

In  a  very  few  minutes  Hop  appeared  with  a 
ten-pound  keg  of  gunpowder.  In  it  was  a  fuse, 
ready  to  light. 

“Bling  um  pick  and  shovel,  Misler  Charlie,” 
said  the  Celestial,  acting  as  though  he  was  the 
boss  and  had  Charlie  working  for  him. 

Charlie  got  the  pick  and  shovel  and  followed 
him  up  the  hill.  It  just  happened  that  there  was 
a  soft  spot  right  close  to  the  rock,  which  must 
have  easily  weighed  two  tons,  and  when  Charlie 
began  to  dig  it  went  easy  enough.  ' 

“Now  we  touchee  off  um  powder  and  um  lock 
go  light  over,  so  be;  lere  be  no  more  horsee  head; 
um  head  go  down  in  um  sand.” 

“I  reckon  that’s  about  ther  size  of  it,”  the  scout 
admitted. 

Nothing  appeared  to  indicate  that  the  villains 
were  coming,  so  he  told  Hop  to  go  ahead  and 
set  off  the  powder.  The  Chinaman  waited  until 
he  saw  that  there  was  no  one  in  the  way,  and 
then  he  touched  the  match  to  the  fuse  and  ran 
away  to  a  safe  distance.  Boom!  The  powder 
exploded  with  a  detonating  sound  and  over  went 
the  huge  rock.  When  the  smoke  had  cleared 
away  all  hands  ran  to  see  the  result.  The  part 
representing  the  nose  of  the  horse  was  buried 
out  of  sight  in  the  sand,  so  there  was  nothing 
about  the  shape  of  it  now  that  could  be  taken 
for  what  it  had  represented  but  a  few  seconds 
before. 

“That  sartinly  settles  it,”  declared  Cheyenne 
Charlie.  “I  reckon  there  ain’t  no  galoot  livin’ 
what  would  ever  take  that  rock  fur  lookin’  any¬ 
thin’  like  a  horse’s  head  now.  Rickety  Blake  will 
be  might y  much  disapp’inted.” 

While  the  rest  were  talking  and  exchanging 
opinions,  Arietta  walked  around  to  where  the 
aeaot  had  dug  to  let  Hop  place  the  powder  in  po¬ 
sition.  A  might  be  supposed,  the  explosion  had 
made  a  big  hole  in  the  ground.  As  Arietta  peer¬ 


ed  down  into  the  hole  she  noticed  something  that 
looked  like  a  flight  of  steps.  Without  any  hesi¬ 
tation,  she  slid  downward  and  began  kicking  the 
sand  away  with  her  feet.  Sure  enough,  she  had 
found  a  flight  of  stone  steps. 

“Wild!  Wild!  Come  here!”  she  shouted.  “I 
guess  I  have  made  a  discovery!” 

All  hands  ran  to  the  spot,  Wild  in  the  lead. 

“Looks  as  though  there  might  be  a  cellar  down 
here,”  the  girl  said,  with  a  smile. 

“By  Jove,  Et!”  the  boy  exclaimed.  “I  reckon 
you  are  right.  I  suppose  the  Aztec  jewels  are 
down  there  somewhere.” 

“I  feel  quite  certain  that  they  are,  Wild.” 

The  girl  spoke  in  a  way  that  told  plainly  she 
was  not  joking. 

“Let’s  do  some  diggin’  an’  clear  away  ther  dirt, 
so  we  kin  find  where  them  steps  goes  ter,”  sug¬ 
gested  the  scout. 

The  shovels  and  picks  were  quickly  brought. 

“Anna,”  said  Wild,  “I  will  leave  it  to  you  to 
watch  for  the  approach  of  our  enemies.” 

“All  right,”  was  the  reply.  “I’ll  do  that.” 

The  digging  started  in,  and  ,in  about  twenty 
minutes  there  was  a  cave-in,  and  down  went 
Charlie,  Jim,  Hop  and  Hadley  into  a  vault-like 
place.  But  they  went  down  rather  easily,  so  no 
one  was  hurt.  Before  they  hardly  knew  what 
had  happened  to  them  Arietta  was  down  among 
them.  But  she  did  not  stop  here.  She  saw  that 
she  was  in  an  ancient  temple,  such  as  she  had 
seen  in  the  mountains  of  Mexico,  and  that  meant, 
that  there  must  surely  be  something  in  the  story 
about  the  Aztec  jewels.  The  remains  of  an  altar 
of  stone  was  near  at  hand,  and  the  girl  promptly 
went  to  it.  As  she  placed  her  hands  upon  it  the 
top  fell  over  and  a  hollow  receptacle  was  dis¬ 
closed.  Then  it  was  that  Arietta  saw  a  hand¬ 
somely  engraved  box.  She  reached  in  and  lifted 
it  out,  though  it  must  have  weighed  at  least 
twenty  pounds. 

“Here  it  is!”  she  called  out.  “I  have  found  the 
Aztec  jewels!” 

Wild  ran  down  to  assist  her.  A  dizzling  sight 
met  their  gaze.  Diamonds,  rubies,  topazes,  em¬ 
eralds  and  pearls — all  were  there  in  a  glittering 
array.  They  had  been  covered  with  a  silken 
cloth,  but  that  had  long  since  fallen  apart  from 
age,  and  the  jewels  were  plainly  visible.  Many 
of  the  stones  were  set  into  curiously  formed  pieces 
of  gold,  but  the  most  of  them  had  never  been 
set. 

“How  much  is  that  pile  worth,  Mr.  Hadley?* 
asked  Arietta. 

“A  large  sum,  I  should  say,”  was  the  reply.  “I 
wouldn’t  be  surprised  if  they  ran  up  toward  half 
a  million  in  value.” 

“Half  a  million  dollars!”  exclaimed  his  wife, 
opening  wide  her  eyes.  “Do  you  mean  that, 
Will?” 

“Yes;  I  think  that  is  about  right,  too.” 

“Well,  if  that  is  so,  our  hunt  in  the  hills  has 
been  worth  while.” 

“Yon  had  better  call  it  Young  Wild  West’s 
Hunt  in  the  Hills,  Jennie,  for  if  he  had  not  led 
us  here  we  surely  would  not  have  come.  To  him 
belongs  all  the  credit.” 

“And  Arietta  has  the  credit  of  finding  the  A»- 
tec  jewels.”  • 

“That’s  right.* 
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“Hip,  hip,  hip,  hooray!”  yelled  Cheyenne  Char¬ 
lie.  “Everybody  jine  in!” 

The  cheer  that  went  up  was  a  rousing  one.  It 
had  hardly  died  out  when  Anna  called  out: 

“Here  come  our  enemies,  Wild!” 

Instantly  all  eyes  were  turned  in  the  direction 
she  indicated.  Over  a  mile  away  a  party  of 
riders  could  be  seen,  and  as  they  counted  them 
they  saw  that  there  were  seven. 

“They  are  a  little  too  late,  I  reckon,”  said 
Young  Wild  West. 


CHAPTER  XV. — Conclusion. 

When  Rickety  Blake  saw  our  friends  riding 
away  he  thought  they  wTere  simply  going  to  stop 
for  the  bear  and  then  px-oceed  on  their  hunting 
trip.  But  when  he  found  they  were  heading  due 
west  a  little  later,  a  suspicion  came  in  his  mind 
that  they  might  know  just  where  to  look  for  the 
treasure,  and  that  they  were  going  there  now. 

“What  do  yer  think  about  it,  boys?”  he  asked, 
after  he  had  told  his  companions  of  his  suspi¬ 
cions. 

None  of  them  seemed  to  want  to  leave  the 
place  until  the  sun  got  around  in  the  west,  but 
after  a  while  Rickety  decided  to  follow  the  trail 
of  our  friends,  anyhow.  The  squaw  insisted  that 
the  place  where  the  jewels  were  buried  was  not 
far  from  where  they  now  were,  but  the  leader 
thought  it  best  to  follow  the  trail  of  our  friends 
and  find  out  what  they  were  up  to.  So  they  set 
out,  and  just  as  Arietta  had  discovered  the  box 
of  jewels  they  came  in  sight.  They  were  too  far 
away  to  hear  the  cheer,  though  they  heard  the 
explosion,  but  could  not  imagine  what  it  was. 
When  they  saw  our  friends  gathered  near  the 
top  of  the  cliff  they  had  no  idea  that  a  discovery 
had  been  made,  and  they  simply  rode  on,  wonder¬ 
ing  what  they  were  going  to  do  if  Young  Wild 
West  resented  their  following  him.  Finally  they 
decided  to  put  on  a  bold  front  and  ride  right  up. 

“There  sartinly  ain’t  nothin’  ahead  that  looks 
like  a  horse’s  head,”  said  Rickety.  “We’ll  go  on, 
'cause  they  know  what  we  are  lookin’  fur,  an’  I 
don’t  believe  they’ll  interfere  with  us,  so  long  as 
we  let  ’em  alone.” 

They  kept  on  riding  and  at  length  reached 
the  spot  where  our  friends  were  in  waiting. 

“Stnick  luck  yet?”  called  out  Rickety  from 
the  back  of  his  horse. 

“We  found  the  rock  that  looked  like  a  horse’s 
head,”  answered  Wild,  for  he  had  made  up  his 
mind  to  tell  them  everything  but  the  fact  that 
they  had  found  the  treasure. 

“Yer  found  ther  rock,  eh?  Where  is  it?” 

“There  it  is.  One  of  our  Chinamen  put  some 
powder  under  it  and  blew  it  over.  There’s  a  kind 
of  vault  there,  too.” 

“There  is,  eh?  Did  yer  find  anything  in  it?” 

“We  haven’t  been  all  through  it  yet,”  said 
Wild  evasively.  * 

“Is  that  so?  I  s’pose  yer  claim  that  it’s  yourn 
—ther  vault,  I  mean?” 

“Oh,  no!  You  can  go  in,  if  you  feel  like  it.” 

“Well,  I’d  like  ter  see  ther  inside,  speakin’  fur 
one.” 

“Go  on,  all  of  you.  We  shan’t  bother  you.” 

The  villains  felt  too  good  for  anything.  They 
honestly  believed  that  the  Aztec  jewels  were  hid¬ 
den  somewhere  in  the  vault,  and  that  our  friends 


had  failed  to  discover  them.  They  all  rode  up 
the  hill,  and  then  all  but  the  squaw  dismounted 
and  went  down  the  flight  of  stone  steps.  It 
seemed  strange  that  they  should  put  such  trust 
in  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends,  for  they 
could  easily  have  trapped  them  after  they  went 
down  into  the  vault.  But  probably  they  knew 
that  they  were  not  persons  of  their  stamp. 

Rickety  Blake  cast  a  swift  glance  around  rs  he 
stepped  over  the  pile  of  dirt  at  the  foot  o.  the 
stairway  and  entered  the  vault.  The  first  thing 
he  took  particular  notice  of  was  the  overturned 
altar.  He  headed  straight  for  this,  and,  seeing 
the  cavity,  lighted  a  match  and  held  it  down  in¬ 
side.  Then  it  was  that  an  exclamation  of  sur¬ 
prise  came  from  his  lips.  The  next  minute  he 
was  busy  pulling  out  gold  coins!  His  gang 
flocked  around  him,  so  excited  that  they  scarcely 
could  contain  themselves. 

“We  ain’t  found  no  jewelry,  boys;  but  Spanish 
coins  in  gold  is  better  nor  jewelry,  I  reckon.  I 
wonder  why  it  was  that  them  galoots  outside 
missed  this?” 

“Never  mind  why  it  was  that  they  missed  it; 
give  us  a  show  ter  feel  of  them  things,  Rickety.” 

It  was  Ryder  who  spoke.  For  the  next  ten  min¬ 
utes  they  were  digging  out  the  coins.  What  they 
found  must  have  been  worth  twenty  thousand 
dollars,  to  say  the  least,  for  the  cavity  ran  well 
down  into  the  altar  support.  It  was  rather 
strange  that  none  of  our  friends  thought  of  look¬ 
ing  for  more  after  finding  the  box  with  the 
jewels,  but  it  was  probably  due  to  their  elation 
over  what  they  had  discovered.  Rickety  Blake 
and  his  men  did  not  leave  the  vault  until  they 
had  searched  all  through  it.  They  even  divided 
the  gold  before  they  went  out,  giving  One  Moc¬ 
casin  a  smaller  share  than  any  of  the  rest  got, 
and  the  squaw  but  two  of  the  gold  pieces.  But 
they  both  seemed  satisfied,  so  it  was  all  the  same. 
As  they  came  out  they  found  Young  Wild  West 
and  his  friends  talking  and  laughing  at  the  camp 
they  had  set  up. 

“You  didn’t  find  the  Aztec  jewels,  I  reckon,* 
Wild  called  out. 

“No;  but  I  s’pose  you  did,”  was  the  reply. 

“Well,  I  may  as  well  tell  you  that  we  did  find 
a  box  with  a  lot  of  jewels  in  it.  It  was  in  the 
hollow  under  the  altar.” 

“Is  that  a  fact?  Well,  if  you  had  looked  down 
in  ther  hole  you  would  have  found  a  few  thou¬ 
sands  in  Spanish  gold,  Young  Wild  West.  If 
you’re  satisfied,  I’m  mighty  sure  we  are.” 

The  villains  turned  and  headed  for  Silver  City, 
singing  and  shouting  as  they  went.  Charlie  ana 
Jim  went  to  the  vault  after  a  while,  and  when 
they  found  a  gold  piece  that  had  been  dropped  by 
one  of  the  men  they  knew  that  Rickety  Blake  had 
told  the  truth  about  the  find  they  had’  made.  But 
they  were  all  satisfied  to  let  them  have  the  gold, 
for  they  had  found  the  Aztec  jewels,  and  that 
was  enough.  There  is  no  more  to  tell.  Suffice  it 
to  say  that  they  all  spent  two  more  days  in  the 
hills  and  then  they  went  back  to  Silver  City. 
The  jewels  were  divided  equally,  and  every  one 
interested  found  himself  a  little  richer  than  be¬ 
fore  setting  out  for  the  Hunt  in  the  Hills. 

Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “YOUNG  WILD 
WEST  TRIMMING  THE  TRAILERS:  or,  LOST 
IN  THE  LAND  OF  THE  DEAD.” 
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CURRENT  NEWS 


UNUSUAL  CRUELTY  TO  ANIMALS. 

Among  unusual  cases  of  cnielty  to  animals 
which  have  been  reported  recently  is  that  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  William  Ernst,  living  near  Armour, 
S.  D.,  who  are  alleged  to  have  put  out  the  eyes  of 
twenty  or  more  hogs  with  a  sharp  instrument  be¬ 
cause  the  animals  were  killing  chickens. 


EMOTIONAL  INSANITY  OF  NEW  TYPE. 

An  elderly  man,  well  dressed  and  of  distin¬ 
guished  appearance,  smashed  the  window  of  one 
of  the  most  fashionable  jewelry  shops  on  Rue 
Saint  Honore,  Paris,  the  other  day,  with  his 
heavy  gold-headed  cane,  but  made  no  attempt  to 
get  any  gems.  An  angry  crowd  quickly  gathered 
and  surrounded  the  man  while  the  shop  proprietor 
went  for  a  gendarme. 

“Stand  back!”  shouted  the  old  man,  swinging 
his  cane.  “That  is  the  man  you  should  lynch,” 
pointing  to  the  sign  on  the  door  of  the  shop,  bear¬ 
ing  the  proprietor’s  name.  “It  is  immoral  in  these 
times  of  stress  and  misery  to  expose  in  a  window 
such  articles  for  sale. 

“There  is  the  cause  of  all  the  trouble,”  he 
ended,  pointing  to  an  enormous  diamond,  wh:ch 
still  remained  in  the  window.  “Look  at  the  price 
tag  on  it.” 

Thev  did.  The  tag  bore  the  words  “Price: 
1,000,000  francs.” 

As  the  proprietor  and  a  gendarme  came  into 
view  the  crowd  opened  up  and  the  elderly  gentle¬ 
man  vanished. 


ARGENTINA  SWEPT  BY  PLAGUE  OF 
LOCUSTS. 

A  plague  of  locusts,  like  that  which  in  ancient 
Egypt  “covered  the  face  of  the  earth,”  this  year 
descended  upon  the  province  of  Santa  Fe.  Similar 
offensives  are  almost  annual  events  in  one  part  or 
another  of  Argentina. 

The  locusts  come  suddenly  and  without  warn¬ 
ing.  Where,  for  a  year  or  several  years,  perhaps, 
rot  one  of  the  insects  has  been  seen,  a  veritable 
cloud  of  them  will  one  day  appear  and  settle  on 
the  ground.  These  usually  come  from  the  north¬ 
west,  from  the  vast,  almost  uninhabited  tracts  in 
Bolivia,  it  is  supposed.  They  cover  the  earth  like 
a  roving  carpet,  gradually  moving  on. 

At  first  little  damage  is  done  aside  from  the  in¬ 
convenience  of  having  literally  millions  of  the  in¬ 
sects  covering  everything  and  even  penetrating 
the  houses.  But  as  they  progress  through  the 
country  they  bore  holes  into  the  earth,  preferably 
in  hard  spots  such  as  roadways,  into  which  they 
deposit  their  eggs.  Within  a  short  time  the  larvae 
are  hatched  and  come  forth.  At  first  these  cannot 
fly,  and  it  is  at  this  stage  that  they  devour  every 
living  plant  within  their  path,  with  the  exception 
of  a  few  species  such  as  willow  trees. 

A  little  later  the  insects  develop  their  wings, 
and  leaving  the  country  through  which  they  have 
passed  a  desert  they  disappear  almost  as  suddenly 
as  thf-y  came.  Where  they  go  to  has  never  been 
discovered. 

Argen  tina  has  bad  recourse  to  many  methods  of 


fighting  the  locusts.  The  nation  maintains  organ¬ 
ized  locust  fighting  squads,  something  like  those 
formed  to  fight  forest  fires,  and  these  are  sent 
every  year  to  the  sections  invaded.  In  addition, 
every  rancher  is  held  responsible  for  fighting  the 
pest  in  his  own  locality. 

One  of  the  methods  employed  is  to  dig  trenches 
in  which  the  insects  are  collected,  afterward  be¬ 
ing  burned.  But  no  matter  how  many  millions  of 
them  are  made  away  with  in  any  such  manner,  it 
is  impossible  to  block  the  pest  owing  to  the  great 
extent  of  Argentina,  much  of  which  is  still 
sparsely  settled. 


LISTED  AS  DEAD,  RETURNS  AFTER  TWO 

YEARS. 

After  having  been  reported  by  the  Red  Cross  as 
killed  in  action  in  France  more  than  two  years 
ago,  and  having  been  eulogized  in  all  of  Pas¬ 
saic’s  memorial  exercises  since  then,  Lloyd  A. 
Bogart,  former  high  school  athlete  of  Passaic, 
N.  J.,  arrived  home  in  the  flesh  the  other  morn¬ 
ing  with  a  request  that  his  name  be  taken  from 
the  “gold  star”  list. 

Incidentally  Bogart  carried  in  his  pocket  two 
honorable  discharges,  one  from  the  United  States 
Army  and  the  other  from  the  Marine  Corps,  the 
latter  being  in  the  name  of  Lewis  Albert  Bate¬ 
man.  The  discharge  from  the  army  was  granted 
only  the  other  day  at  Governor’s  Island,  after  Bo¬ 
gart  had  proved  that  the  stigma  of  desertion, 
which  stood  against  him,  should  be  wiped  out  un¬ 
der  the  unwritten  law  which  restores  to  a  deserter 
his  good  name  when  it  has  been  shown  by  his  re¬ 
enlistment  that  he  went  “over  the  hill”  merely 
as  a  short  cut  to  the  fighting  front. 

Bogart  is  the  son  of  Warren  H.  Bogart,  an  em¬ 
ployee  of  the  New  York  Edison  Company,  of  43 
Henry  street.  He  has  two  sisters  here.  While  a 
senior  at  the  Passaic  High  School,  Bogart  en¬ 
listed  in  April,  1917,  in  Company  A,  114th  In¬ 
fantry,  .that  command  being  the  old  5th  Regi¬ 
ment,  New  Jersey  National  Guard. 

Training  at  Anniston,  Ala.,  seemed  unneces¬ 
sarily  slow  to  Bogart,  who  thought  he  could  find 
a  quicker  way  to  become  a  fighting  man.  He  dis¬ 
appeared  in  a  suit  of  “civvies”  and  finally  en¬ 
listed  in  the  Marine  Corps  at  Akron,  Ohio,  under 
the  name  of  Bateman.  He  was  trained  at  Paris 
Island,  S.  C.,  and  sent  with  the  rank  of  corporal 
to  the  ship’s  company  on  the  battleship  Pennsyl¬ 
vania,  flagship  of  the  Atlantic  fleet.  On  several 
trips  to  New  York  Bogart  was  kept  busy  dodg¬ 
ing  home  folks. 

As  soon  as  he  had  received  his’ discharge  from 
the  marines  last  October  Bogart  reported  at  Gov¬ 
ernor’s  Island  and  stated  his  case.  His  honorable 
discharge  was  procured  recently,  after  investiga¬ 
tion  by  the  War  Department. 

The  Red  Cross  report  of  his  death  in  action 
came  in  response  to  inquiries  by  Bogart’s  family, 
it  is  said.  The  War  Department  could  neither  con¬ 
firm  nor  deny  the  report,  but  it  was  generally  ac¬ 
cepted  that  Bogart  had  died  on  the  battlefield,  un¬ 
til  his  reappearance  to-day. 
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EORN  A  PAUPER 

— OR— 

FIGHTING  HIS  WAY  UP 


By  DICK  ELLISON 


(A  Serial  Story) 

CHAPTER  XV  (Continued) 

“Oh,  it’s  from  popsy,”  exclaimed  Mary,  as  she 
glanced  at  the  superscription  of  the  note.  In  her 
affectionate  way  she  always  called  her  father  pop¬ 
sy,  and  she  had  at  once  recognized  his  handwrit¬ 
ing.  Wondering  what  it  was  all  about,  she 
opened  the  envelope  and  read  the  following: 

“Dear  Mary: 

“I  am  on  the  track  of  the  men  who  abducted 
you  yesterday,  and  I  mean  to  put  an  end  to  this 
annoyance.  They  are  about  to  leave  the  city  on 
a  twain  from  an  uptown  station,  no  doubt  with 
the  intention  of  working  some  other  plan  to  an¬ 
noy  me,  and  as  I  have  got  an  inkling  of  what 
they  intend  to  do,  I  am  going  to  follow  them 
and  endeavor  to  defeat  their  plans. 

“I  want  you  to  come  to  me,  but  dare  not  leave 
them  long  enough  to  come  for  you,  for  fear  that 
they  may  give  me  the  slip,  so  have  sent  this  man 
to,  bring  you  to  me.  We  shall  probably  be  ab¬ 
sent  for  a  few  days,  only,  so  just  pack  enough 
things  to  last  you  for  a  brief  time,  and  do  not 
lose  any  more  time  than  you  can  help.  I  thought 
at  first  of  leaving  you  at  home,  but  I  know  that  I 
should  worry  all  the  time  that  I  am  away,  and 
hove  decided  that  it  is  best  to  have  you  with  ni£. 

“To  make  sure  that  they  will  not  recognize  you 
if  they  should  catch  sight  of  you,  I  think  you  had 
better  wear  a  heavy  veil. 

“You  loving  Popsy.” 

Pleasantly  excited  by  the  prospect  of  a  trip 
that  would  take  her  away  from  her  enforced  im¬ 
prisonment,  Mary  threw  down  the  letter  and 
turned  to  the  maid. 

“Hurry  up,  Belle,”  she  said,  “and  help  me  to 
pack  up  a  few  things  in  my  small  valise.  I’ve 
got  to  meet  popsy.” 

The  servant  helped  her  to  get  what  she  wanted, 
and  while  they  were  making  their  hurried  prepa¬ 
rations  there  came  a  ring  at  the  basement  bell. 

1  he  maid  ran  down  to  the  basement  door,  and 
found  the  driver  of  the  automobile  standing  there, 
an  unlighted  pipe  in  his  mouth. 

“Thought  I’d  have  a  smoke  while  I’m  waiting,” 
he  said,  “and  I’ve  got  no  match  to  light  my  pipe 
with.” 

The  girl  looked  him  full  in  the  face  for  the  first 
time,  and  found  his  countenance  so  comical  that 
she  giggled  outright. 

The  man  grinned  back  at  her. 

“Oh,  I  know  I’m  not  pretty,”  he  good-naturedly 
said,  “but  all  the  same  I  want  a  match.” 

Still  giggling  at  him,  the  servant  got  the  match 
and  gave  it  to  him,  and  then  went  upstairs  to  help 
Mary.  The  preparations  were  soon  completed, 


and  with  a  heavy  veil  over  her  face  Mary  de¬ 
scended  to  the  street,  entered  the  machine,  and 
was  driven  away. 

It  was  a  little  after  six  that  evening  when 
Roger  .Flint  returned  to  his  home,  and  as  he  let 
himself  in  through  the  front  door  the  servant 
happened  to  be  passing  through  the  hallway. 

“Wait  a  minute,  Belle,”  he  said.  “Wh  Vs 
Mary,  upstairs  or  down?” 

The  girl  stared  blankly  at  him. 

“Why,”  she  said,  “she’s  gone  to  meet  you.” 

“What  do  you  say?”  demanded  Flint. 

“She’s  gone  to  meet  you.” 

“Belle,  what  do  you  mean?”  asked  Flint,  puz¬ 
zled  at  the  girl’s  answer.  “Gone  where  to  meet 
me?” 

“I  don’t  know,  sir,  but  wherever  it  was  that  you 
told  her  to  come.” 

A  nasty  sensation  came  over  the  man,  and  he 
felt  that  something  was  wrong  before  he  asked 
the  next  question. 

“Do  I  understand  you  to  say  that  I  sent  for 
Mary,  and  that  she  has  gone  to  meet  me  at  some 
place  that  I  named?” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“How  did  the  message  come  to  her?” 

“A  man  brought  it  in  an  automobile.” 

“He  said  that  I  wanted  her  to  come  to  me  at  a 
certain  place?” 

“No,  sir,  he  brought  a  letter.” 

“Did  you  take  the  letter  from  him  and  give  it 
to  her?” 

“Yes,  sir,”  was  the  reply,  “and  I  think  sh® 
threw  it  down  on  the  center  table  in  her  room.” 

The  words  were  scarcely  out  of  her  mouth  when 
Flint  was  bounding  up  the  stairs  two  at  a  time, 
and  in  a  moment  was  in  Mary’s  room.  Sure 
enough,  there  lay  the  decoy  letter,  and  the  man 
snatched  it  up  eagerly. 

As  he  saw  the  clever  imitation  of  his  own  hand¬ 
writing,  and  noted  the  signature,  he  understood 
how  easily  Mary  had  been  fooled. 

Then  he  called  down  the  stairs  to  the  maid: 

“Belle,  about  what  time  did  this  letter  come?” 

“I  should  say  it  was  about  three  o’clock  sir.”* 

The  man  groaned. 

“Three  hours  or  more  ago,  and  thev  took  her 
away  in  an  automobile,”  was  his  thought.  “By 
this  time  she  may  be  sixty  or  seventy  miles  awav 
from  here,  and  going  still  further.  Oh,  if  I  only 
dared  to  go  to  the  police  for  help,  but  that  road 
is  blocked  for  me.” 

A  prey  to  a  hundred  anxieties  he  strode  up 
and  down  the  room,  looking  at  the  letter  again 
and  again,  as  though  that  could  help  him  to  get 
on  the  track  of  his  daughter.  Instinctively  h® 
thought  of  the  clever  boy  who  had  proved  so 
brainy  and  helpful  the  previous  night  when  Mary 
v  as  abducted,  and  locked  at  his  watch  every  few 
minutes,  counting  the  seconds  that  might  elaps® 
before  Dan  and  his  little  assistant  would  arrive. 

I  he  bovs  had  promised  to  be  up  early  that  oven- 
mg,  and  Hint  prayed  that  nothing  would  delay 

He  felt  perfectly  helpless  in  the  face  of  this  new 
calamity,  but  had  a  sort  of  blind  trust  in  the  abil¬ 
ity  nf  Dan  Durand  to  help  him. 

(To  be  continued)1 
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THE  NEWS  IN  SHORT  ARTICLES. 


*  Lewis  B.  King:,  a  West  Chester,  Pa.,  hunter,  has 
a  beagle  hound  which  is  not  handicapped  by  using 
only  three  legs  in  the  chase.  One  day  recently  it 
started  a  rabbit  and  chased  it  for  nearly  half  an 
,  hour,  finally  running  it  within  shooting  distance, 
and  it  was  killed  by  the  hunter.  During  the  chase 
King  noticed  that  the  hound  was  running  in  a 
curious  fashion.  He  found  that  it  had  one  of  its 
hind  legs  through  its  collar. 


BEAR  IN  SHEEP  PEN. 

Fred  Williams,  a  Three  Lakes,  Wis.,  farmer,  re¬ 
cently  lost  eight  fine  sheep  as  the  result  of’a  raid 
on  his  pens  by  a  huge  black  bear.  It  is  said  the 
animal  was  the  largest  ever  seen  in  this  locality. 

Men  employed  on  the  farm  observed  the  bear 
in  his  attack  on  the  sheep.  One  of  the  men  se- 
'  cured  a  rifle  and  succeeded  in  knocking  the  animal 
over,  wounding  him  slightly.  During  the  excite¬ 
ment  the  trigger  jammed  on  the  second  shell  and 
bruin  recovered  sufficiently  to  make  his  escape. 

*  An  inspection  of  the  pens  revealed  the  muti¬ 
lated  carcasses  of  eight  sheep.  The  bear  evidently 
was  not  hungry,  but  found  sport  in  killing  the 
sheep  and  tearing  their  bodies.  Bears  are  numer¬ 
ous  in  this  part  of  Oneida  County  this  fall. 


ROVER  SAVED  SIX  THOUSAND  SHEEP  IN 

A  FIRE. 

Rover,  a  shepherd  dog  owned  by  Isadore  Nollet, 
St.  Paul  Park,  Minn.,  was  the  hero  of  a  $70,000 
*  fire,  in  which  1,500  sheep  were  burned  to  death 
and  four  sheds,  forty  box  cars  of  feed  and  large 
quantities  of  machinery  destroyed  early  in  the 
morning  recently. 

Agnes  Nollet,  the  seventeen-vear-old  daughter 
of  Mr.  Nollet,  was  busily  engaged  studying  her 
school  lessons  late  the  other  night.  Rover  began 
barking.  His  continuous  barking  attracted  the  at¬ 
tention  of  Agnes  to  the  window.  Looking  out,  she 
discovered  the  sheds  ablaze. 

Awakening  her  father  and  other  members  of 
the  family,  they  rushed  to  the  sheds.  More  than 
7,000  sheep  locked  up  in  the  sheds  were  in  imme- 
"'  dlate  danger  of  being  burned  to  death. 

Opening  the  gates,  Nollet  sent  Rover  in  to 
drive  the  sheep  out  of  the  sheds.  Minding  his 
master,  the  dog  did  his  work  faithfully,  and  as  a 
.  result  more  than  6,000  head  of  sheep  were  rushed 
to  safety.  Rover’s  hair  was  slightly  burned  as  a 
result  of  his  efforts. 


PREHISTORIC  NAVA.JO  VILLAGE 
UNCOVERED. 

Earl  H.  Morris,  who  uncovered  from  the  sands 
of  New  Mexico  an  Aztec  apartment  house  of  400 
rooms,  has  now  found  a  prehistoric  Navajo  village 
containing  twenty  buildings  of  from  four  to  fifty 
rooms,  of  which  he  has  written  to  the  Museum  of 
Natural  History. 

Until  Mr.  Morris  and  his  museum  helpers  un- 
eovered  the  settlement,  only  desert  mounds  had 
marked  the  site.  He  writes  that  it  has  proved 
the  richest  find  of  the  season. 

*  ‘’Trie  winds  of  centuries  had  blown  away  the 
do**,  u r d  ;>  .he*  from  the  refuse  heaps  in  which 


the  dead  were  interred,”  he  says,  “and  mortuary 
vases  were  left  protruding  from  the  soil.  Each 
body  lay  in  a  pit.  In  preparation  for  burial  tha 
knees  were  drawn  up  against  the  chest  and  tha 
feet  thrown  backward  toward  the  hips,  evidently 
to  make  the  body  take  up  as  little  room  as  pos¬ 
sible.  Clay  vessels  were  invariably  placed  be¬ 
side  the  head  or  in  front  of  the  breast  or  ab¬ 
domen.  Usually  the  pit  was  covered  with  a  stone 
slab  sometimes  held  up  by  cedar  poles. 

“The  wealth  of  objects  with  the  skeletons  of 
children  furnished  pathetic  evidence  that  tha 
hearts  of  this  primitive  people  were  deeply  hurt 
by  the  loss  of  their  little  ones.  Covering  the 
hones  of  one  more  infant  were  an  elegant  red 
howl,  a  slender  drinking  vessel  and  a  small  vasa 
filled  with  jet  ornaments  and  shell  beads  and  pend¬ 
ants  .from  the  far  Pacific,  the  latter  a  treasure 
that  may  well  have  meant  the  entire  wealth  of  a 
family. 

“The  200  pottery  vessels  in  the  tombs  indicate 
that  this  desert  settlement  belonged  to  a  culture 
period  more  ancient  than  that  represented  by  the 
enormous  community  dwelling  at  Aztec,  in  the  ex¬ 
ploration  of  which  our  efforts  have  centered  in  the 
last  five  years.  In  the  period  of  the  settlement 
the  people  lived  in  scattered  villages,  unoppressed 
by  the  dread  of  enemies;  that  dread  impelling 
them  later  to  build  such  strongholds  as  the  apart¬ 
ment-house-fortress  at  Aztec.” 
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THE  AINOS. 


By  John  Sherman. 


While  much  has  been  spoken  and  written  of 
late  years  about  Japan  and  the  Japanese,  yet  the 
general  public,  which  is  so  familiar  with  this  sub¬ 
ject,  seems  to  be  entirely  unaware  that  in  that 
empire  there  exists  a  race  of  human  beings  as  dis¬ 
tinct  in  their  characteristics,  customs,  and  lan¬ 
guage  from  the  Japanese  as  our  American  Indian 
is  from  his  white  conquerors.  And,  in  fact,  there 
are  many  points  of  similarity  between  the  rela¬ 
tions  of  the  Japanese  toward  the  Ainos  and  those 
that  we  bear  to  the  Indians.  As  we  found  the  In¬ 
dian  controlling  the  whole  country,  and  step  by 
step  drove  him  back,  until  now  he  is  restrained 
within  limited  bounds  in  the  far  West,  so  the 
Japanese,  step  by  step,  and  after  centuries  of  hard 
fighting,  drove  lie  Ainos  (the  undoubted  aborigi¬ 
nal  of  that  country)  into  the  far  North,  until  he 
is  now  to  be  found  only  in  the  island  of  Yezo,  the 
extreme  northernmost  of  that  extensive  group  of 
Islands  which  form  the  Empire  of  the  Rising  Sun. 

The  Aino  in  the  southern  and  middle  parts  of 
Japan  is  as  rare  a  sight  as  is  an  Indian  in  the 
Eastern  States.  But  while  our  Indian  still  retains 
his  fierce  and  warlike  disposition,  full  of  revenge 
and  cunning,  issuing  forth  at  every  opportunity  to 
plunder  and  kill,  uncowed  by  years  of  unsuccess¬ 
ful  warfare,  the  Aino  has  been  completely  changed 
by  centuries  of  defeats  until  he  has  become  mild 
and  peaceful  in  the  extreme.  One  may  travel 
among  them  without  the  slightest  fear  of  bodily 
harm,  sure  of  recovering  every  courtesy  and  hos- 
itality  their  rude  means  and  untutored  minds  can 
estow. 

In  stature  the  Aino  is  under  the  average 
height,  but  he  is  more  compactly  and  muscularly 
built  than  any  of  the  other  races  of  Eastern  Asia. 
He  differs  from  the  Oriental  type  in  several 
points,  the  most  noticeable  of  which  is  that  he  ia 
very  hairy,  being  almost  as  completely  covered 
with  hair  as  an  animal,  and  having  a  heavy  mus¬ 
tache.  a  long,  fuzzy  beard,  reaching  generally  to 
and  below  the  shoulder  blades,  the  color  being 
Invariably  a  jet  black.  At  a  distance  he  would  be 
easily  mistaken  for  an  ape  or  a  chimpanzee j  and 
bad  it  ever  been  the  fortune  of  Darwin  to  have 
visited  those  strange  people,  he  would  undoubt¬ 
edly  have  congratulated  his  long-sought-for 
^'missing  link." 

The  features  of  the  Ainos  are  of  a  Caucasian 
.rather  than  an  Oriental  cast,  and  they  have  not 
the  oblique  eye  which  is  so  distinguishing  a  char¬ 
acteristic  of  Doth  the  Japanese  and  Chinese,  but 
have  round,  full  optics  set  rather  prominently, 
They  have  flat,  thick  noses,  rather  high  cheek¬ 
bones  and  full  coarse  lips,  with  white,  even, 
•trong-loovung  teeth. 

They  have  no  written  language  whatever,  and 
to  knowledge  of  calculations  in  figures.  In  fact, 
mt  few  of  them  can  count  as  high  as  1,000,  and 
he  ability  to  do  that  has  only  been  acquired  of 
'  ate  years. 

Their  form  of  government  is  patriarchal,  and 
they  have  no  fixed  system  of  laws.  All  disputes 
are  referred  for  settlement  to  the  patriarch,  each 


hamlet  having  its  own  head  man,  from  whose  de¬ 
cision  there  is  no  appeal  or  redress. 

The  island  of  Yezo  contain  about  35,000  square 
miles,  and  is  of  volcanic  formation,  with  numer¬ 
ous  swift-running  rivers.  The  Ainos  are  to  be 
found  in  settlements  scattered  along  the  coast, 
where  they  earn  their  living  principally  by  fish¬ 
ing,  and  in  the  interior  near  the  river  sanks, 
where  they  live  by  both  fishing  and  hunting.  The 
principal  fish  caught  are  the  salmon  and  herring, 
and  the  game,  bear  and  deer.  Out  of  the  skins  of 
the  salmon  they  make  their  rude  shoes,  and  from 
the  skins  of  the  bear  and  deer  their  garments. 
They  also  wear  a  cloak  made  from  the  bark  of  a 
tree,  which  in  outward  appearance  strongly  re¬ 
sembles  our  elm,  but  in  grain  looks  more  like  the 
maple. .  This  bark,  while  very  soft  and  pliable  in 
its  natural  state,  is  made  even  more  so  by  a  sort 
of  curing  process.  The  Ainos  then  weave  or 
plait  it  as  we  do  strawy  and  so  closely  and  finely 
do  they  work  it  that  tbe  result  is  a  garment  as 
completely  impervious  to  water  as  is  a  rubber 
coat. 

The  flesh  of  the  game  they  kill,  with  fowls, 
roots,  and  herbs,  form  their  principal  articles  of 
diet,  but  since  the  advent  of  the  Japanese  on  the 
island,  they  have  also  eaten  rice.  They,  how¬ 
ever,  as  a  rule,  prefer  their  rice  in  a  liquid  form, 
for  they  have  taken  to  drink,  a  vice  which  was 
taught  them  by  their  more  highly  civilized  con¬ 
querors— another  point  of  resemblance  to  the  In¬ 
dian.  The  greater  portion  of  the  rice  furnished 
them  by  the  Japanese  government  they  distill  into 
a  liquor  called  sake — known  by  the  same  name  in 
J apan — of  which  they  drink  large  quantities. 

Their  religion  is  a  simple  one,  and  consists  in 
the  worship  of  external  objects — the  sun,  the 
moon,  the  mountains,  certain  trees,  etc.  Chief 
among  their  gods  stands  the  bear,  which  they 
worship,  because  he  is  the  source  of  strength  for 
the  inner  and  warmth  for  the  outer  man.  But, 
strange  to  say,  while  giving  this  animal  so  high 
a  place  among  their  objects  of  adoration,  they 
wage  relentless  warfare  upon  him  and  do  not  hesi¬ 
tate  to  torture  him.  They  have  a  curious  custom 
pertaining  to  the  bear  which  may  be  of  interest 
to  our  readers.  When  any  hunter  kills  a  dam 
with  young  cubs,  he,  of  right,  assumes  full  title 
of  ownership  in  the  cubs.  He  takes  them  to  his 
home,  where  they  are  suckled  by  his  wife  if  she 
be  with  milk;  if  not,  by  any  woman  in  the  settle¬ 
ment  in  that  condition,  until  they  have  grown 
too  large  to  he  fed  in  that  way.  They  are  then 
placed  in  large  bamboo  cages  and  fattened  until 
they  attain  the  age  of  six  months.  A  day  is  then 
set  apart  for  the  killing,  which  is  observed  by  all 
as  a  great  feast  day,  and  the  whole  settlement 
turns  out  Intent  upon  getting  their  fill  of  bear’s 
meat  and  sake.  After  various  rites  and  cere¬ 
monies,  consisting  of  prayers,  rude  chants  and 
v  lid  grotesque  dances,  during  which  the  animals 
are  driven  to  the  verge  of  frenzy  by  being  prod¬ 
ded  with  spears  and  shot  with  arrows — the  shoot¬ 
ers,  however,  being  careful  not  to  touch  a  vital 
spot  -the  bears  are  released,  and  as  they  issue 
from  their  cages  are  at  once  skillfully  dispatched. 
I  ley  aie  then  skinned  and  cooked,  and  a  seen©  of 
revelry  and  wild  orgies  ensues.  The  skins  and 
skulls,  which  are  regarded  as  a  great  prize,  ary 
retained  by  the  man  who  captured  the  cubs  *md 
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reared  them.  The  skulls  he  impales  on  the  end 
of  long  poles  planted  in  front  of  the  hut,  and 
r.'.ght  and  morning  he  offers  up  his  benisons  to 

them. 

It  is  a  common  sight,  when  riding  through  an 
Aino  village,  to  see  before  a  number  of  the  huts 
bear's  skulls  bleached  to  a  ghastly  whiteness  by 
exposure  to  the  weather.  The  possessor  of  such 
a  skull  is  3n  object  of  envy  to  his  less  successful 
neighbors. 

The  weapons  of  the  Aino  consist  of  a  rude  bow 
and  arrow,  the  latter  tipped  with  finely-pointed 
bamboo,  a  spear  with  a  bamboo  head  of  dangerous 
sharpness,  and  a  primitive  sort  of  hatchet  and 
knife.  They  do  not  seem  to  use  metal  for  their 
arrow  or  spear-heads,  although  numerous  speci¬ 
mens  of  such  heads,  made  of  copper,  have  been 
unearthed  from  time  to  time.  They  poison  their 
arrow-heads  with  the  juice  of  herbs — aconite 
forming  a  principal  ingredient. 

Their  method  of  salutation  is  somewhat  odd. 
When  one  Aino  meets  another,  friend  or  stranger, 
he  stops,  and  if  he  wears  a  head-gear  (which  he 
generally  does  not),  he  removes  it;  then  raising 
both  hands  and  face,  with  the  palms  inward,  he 
slowly  strokes  the  beard  down  three  times,  each 
time  inclining  the  body.  After  this  ceremony, 
which  he  performs  slowly  and  deliberately,  he  ut¬ 
ters  his  words  of  greeting  or  inquiry. 

They  have  also  a  curious  drinking  custom. 
After  the  bowl  or  cup  is  filled  and  placed  before 
the  drinker,  there  is  laid  across  it  a  mustache 
lifter — for  tha  mustache  is  so  long  and  thick  it 
forms  a  complete  veil  to  the  mouth,  and  in  eating 
or  drinking  the  mustache  lifter  is  invariably  used. 
This  lifter  consists  of  a  piece  of  wood,  very  thin, 
several  inches  in  length  and  about  an  inch  wide, 
and  generally  decorated  with  carved  figures  cut 
in  the  wood  or  some  fantastic  arrangement  of 
curves  and  lines.  When  the  drinker  raises  the  cup 
he  takes  his  mustache  lifter  in  his  left  hand,  dips 
one  end  of  it  in  the  sake  and  throws  to  his  right 
the  drops  that  adhere  to  it,  and  repeats  the  per¬ 
formance,  throwing  the  drops  to  the  left,  mean¬ 
while  muttering  in  a  low  monotone,  a  prayer  or 
invocation  to  his  favorite  god,  after  which  he 
raises  his  mustache  with  his  lifter,  puts  the  cup 
to  his  lips,  and,  whether  it  be  large  or  small, 
drains  it  to  the  dregs.  No  matter  how  often  he 
drinks,  each  time  he  goes  through  this  formula. 

The  Ainos  navigate  the  rivers  and  along  the 
coast  in  canoes  roughly  hollowed  out  of  the  trunks 
of  trees.  These  canoes  are  painted  at  either  end, 
the  smaller  ones  being  paddled  by  one  man  in  the 
stern,  while  the  larger  ones  are  propelled  and 
guided  by  two  men,  one  in  the  bow  and  another  in 
the  stern.  They  resemble  somewhat  the  periaguas 
of  the  Louisiana  bayous,  and,  of  course,  are  easily 
upset.  Great  skill  is  displayed  in  their  manage¬ 
ment,  and  a  serious  accident  is  of  rare  occurrence. 

As  horsemen  the  Ainos  are  expert  and  fearless, 
rivaling  the  most  skillful  American  Indians  in  this 

respect. 

At  one  time  it  was  said  that  this  race  was 
rapidly  disappearing  before  the  onward  march 
of  the  higher  civilization  of  the  Japanese,  but 
later  statistics  show  that  this  is  not  the  case. 

The  women  have  a  custom  of  tattooing  them- 
**  re«,  imitating  on  the  upper  lip  the  mustahce 
of  a  man,  and  disfiguring  their  arms  and  lower 


limbs  with  curious  figures  and  odd  designs.  Th« 
upper  lip  tattooing  is  especially  considered  by 
them  as  a  great  adornment. 


BOY  WONDER  JUGGLES  FIGURES. 

A  youngster  of  14  years  blew  into  the  Brooklyn 
Eagle  office  the  other  day,  Edward  Berkof  by 
name,  living  at  157  Hewes  street,  who  said  he 
could  “do  tricks  in  arithmetic.”  And  he  could, 
too,  for  the  boy  added  consecutive  numbers  like 
23,  24,  25,  26,  etc.;  opposite  numbers  like  24,  42, 
29,  93,  51,  15,  etc.;  multiplied  and  divided  with 
lightning  rapidity.  He  told  the  dazed  reporter 
that  he  could  tell  all  the  numbers  a  certain  num¬ 
ber  was  divisible  by  and  all  the  numbers  divisible 
by  certain  other  numbers. 

For  instance  he  told  a  long  list  of  numbers  di¬ 
visible  by  9,  and  by  a  series  of  questions  deter¬ 
mined  a  number  only  thought  of  by  the  reporter. 
Then  a  series  of  numbers  composed  of  five  fig¬ 
ures  each  was  given,  and  the  total  addition  placed 
at  the  foot  of  the  column  before  the  last  figure 
was  given.  Then  the  boy  filled  in  the  last  figure 
without  a  moment’s  hesitation,  and  it  was  cor¬ 
rect,  too.  He  has  dozens  of  mathematical  tricks, 
the  old  “15  trick”  that  looks  like  a  tit-tat-to© 
game  among  them,  which  he  solves  eight  dif¬ 
ferent  ways.  By  the  time  this  versatile  young 
mathematical  genius  finished  showing  a  small 
part  of  his  bag  of  tricks,  the  reporter  was  past 
wondering. 

“How  dick  you  learn  these  lightning  methods?” 
queried  the  Eagle  reporter.  “I  was  ill  for  months 
with  the  sleeping  sickness,”  said  the  boy,  “and 
was  numb  in  my  body  while  perfectly  clear  in 
my  head.  I  was  in  the  hospital  for  some  time 
and  then  in  bed  at  home  for  weeks.  I  could  not 
sleep  more  than  half  an  hour  at  a  time  and 
would  think  and  think  of  all  sorts  of  things. 

“All  of  a '  sudden  one  of  these  short  methods 
of  doing  arithmetic  would  come  to  me,  and  I 
would  remember  it  and  try  it  again  and  again  to 
make  sure  I  was  right.-  I  have  dozens  of  tricks 
and  puzzle  and  many  ways  of  solving  each 
one.  I  have  always  been  fond  of  puzzles  and 
have  always  been  good  in  solving  them.  I  don’t 
know  how  I  do  some  of  these  things;  I  just  do 
them.” 

Edwarq  is  apparently  a  normal  boy  who  at¬ 
tends  P.  S.  122  in  the  8B  Grade.  In  spite  of  his 
handicap  of  sickness  he  has  “skipped”  a  grade,  so 
is  only  half  a  grade  behind  his  class.  At  first 
he  could  not  raise  his  head  at  all,  and  went  about 
bumping  into  everything,  but  under  the  care  of 
a  skillful  practitioner,  he  is  now  able  to  hold  his 
head  almost  upright,  although  there  is  still  a 
suggestion  of  a  droop.  When  asked  what  the 
sleeping  sickness  felt  like,  he  said:  “My  body 
was  numb  and  would  often  prickle  just  as  your 
foot  does  if  it  goes  to  sleep.  My  mind  was  always 
very  active  when  I  thought  of  one  of  these  puz¬ 
zles  or  tricks,  but  it  wandered  all  over  the  world. 
They  just  came  to  me,  I  don’t  know  how.  I  used 
to  help  my  father  in  his  stationery  store  before  I 
was  sick,  and  always  liked  arithmetic.  Maybe 
that  helped  a  little.”  Edward’s  ambition  is  to 
have  his  puzzles  published  for  the  enjoyment  of 
those  who  like  to  rack  their  brains. 


26 


WILD  WEST  WEEKLY 


WILD  WEST  WEEKLY 


NEW  YORK,  JANUARY  21,  1921. 


TERMS  TO  SUBSCRIBERS 

tingle  Copies . Fosiage  Free . 07  Cents 

One  Copy  Three  Months...  “  “  ....  .90  Cents 

One  Copy  Six  Months .  “  “  ....  $1.75 

One  Copy  One  Year .  “  “  ....  3.60 

HOW  TO  SEND  MONEY— At  our  risk  send  P.  O. 

Money  Order,  Check  or  Registered  Letter;  remittances  in 
*uy  other  way  are  at  your  risk.  We  accept  Postage 
Stumps  the  same  as  cash.  When  sending  silver  wrap  the 
Coin  in  a  separate  piece  of  paper  to  avoid  cutting  the 
envelope.  Write  your  name  and  address  plainly.  Ad- 
ui  ess  letters  to 

HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  Publisher 

166  West  23d  St.,  New  York 


ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 


DIAMOND  IN  TURKEY  GIZZARD. 

While  dressing  a  turkey  for  the  big  dinner  the 
other  day,  L.  A.  Donishee,  chef  in  a  restaurant, 
Sioux  City,  la.,  found  what  looked  to  him  like  a 
valuable  stone  in  the  turkey’s  gizzard.  A  jeweler 
pronounced  it  a  diamond  weighing  one-fifth  of  a 
carat  and  offered  $75  for  it.  The  turkey  came 
from  Northern  Minnesota. 


MONEY  IN  SAFE  MOLDS. 

When  John  Bortner  of  York,  Pa.,  went  to  his 
»afe  to  get  some  money  he  had  placed  there  sev¬ 
eral  months  ago  he  found  that  the  pocketbook 
and  its  contents,  $320,  were  covered  with  mold 
and  the  currency  was  in  such  condition  that  he 
had  to  get  it  exchanged  at  the  bank.  The  purse 
was  wet  when  he  placed  it  in  the  safe,  and  he  had 
not  looked  at  it  until  he  wanted  to  use  the  cash. 


KILLS  FOUR  MOUNTAIN  LIONS. 

Shooting  and  killing  four  mountain  lions  in  one 
day  is  the  accomplishment  of  Verne  Tyler,  cattle¬ 
man,  of  Hot  Springs,  Cal.  While  after  cattle  in 
Niger  Rube  canyon,  Tyler  picked  up  the  trail  and 
itarted  after  the  animals  with  his  dog.  In  less 
than  half  an  hour  he  had  four  lions.  The  Deer 
Creek  Cattlemen’s  Association  at  a  recent  meet¬ 
ing  decided  to  double  the  State  bounty  on  moun¬ 
tain  lions. 


BROWN  COAL. 

Pulverized  lignite  or  brown  coal  is  being  used 
as  fuel  in  Australia.  The  lignite  is  mined  in  either 
ahafts  or  open  cuts,  the  coal  crushed  on  the  spot 
to  egg  size,  then  hoisted  to  the  air-drying  tipples 
at  the  surface  by  bucket  conveyors.  After  drying 
about  seven  days,  the  coal  is  relieved  of  prac¬ 
tically  half  of  its  moisture  content  and  is  ready 
for  final  treatment.  This  final  process,  which 
ahould  he  undertaken  near  the  place  where  the 
fuel  is  to  be  used,  consists  of  again  crushing  the 
«oal — at  about  1-2  inch  mesh — after  which  it  is 
passed  through  a  rotary  dryer,  where  the  moisture 

Entent  is  reduced  to  about  10  per  cent.  The  fuel 
then  pulverized,  separated  by  air,  and  stored  in 
nkers. 


^  _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ 


SON  BETRAYS  HIS  FATHER. 

A  tragic  story  of  a  father’s  misplaced  confi¬ 
dence,  which  enabled  his  son  to  wreck  his  family 
fortune  during  his  absence  abroad,  was  bared  on 
the  witness  stand  before  Justice  MacLennan  in 
Superior  Court,  Montreal,  by  C.  H.  Caban,  K.  C., 
one  of  Canada’s  most  distinguished  lawyers. 

The  witness  struggled  with  his  emotion  *'n  an 
endeavor  to  recite  the  facts.  He  burst  into  tears 
when  he  told  how  he  had  conferred  power  of  at¬ 
torney  on  his  son,  C.  H.  Cahan,  jr.,  trusting  him 
absolutely  to  carry  on  his  affairs  while  on  a  Euro¬ 
pean  trip,  and  returning  home  only  to  discover 
that  he  had  been  betrayed,  that  his  son  had  ab¬ 
sconded  and  the  family  fortune  had  been  wiped 
out. 

“It  was  pretty  hard,”  the  lawyer  sobbed,  “to 
come  home  and  find  that  almost  the  day  after  I 
had  placed  this  trust  in  my  boy,  he  began  to  pilfer 
my  banking  account  to  further  his  personal  greed 
and  lavishness.” 

The  remarkable  case  was  revealed  through  a 
suit  brought  by  the  Corporation  Agencies,  Ltd., 
against  the  Home  Bank  of  Canada  to  recover 
$209,028,  the  alleged  defalcations  of  the  son.  The 
legal  issue  rests  on  whether  the  bank  can  be  held 
to  make  good  the  amount.  The  son  is  said  to 
have  caused  a  loss  totaling  $400,000. 


LAUGHS 


Lawyer — Now,  what  did  you  and  the  defendant 
talk  about?  Witness — Oi  t’ink  about  fifteen  min¬ 
utes.  Lawyer — No,  no;  I  mean  what  did  you  talk 
over?  Witness — We  talked  over  the  tiliphone, 
sorr. 


First  Financier — I  made  my  success  by  putting 
my  money  where  I  could  get  my  hands  on  it  easi¬ 
ly.  Second  Ditto — And  I  got  mine  by  putting 
other  people’s  money  where  I  could  get  my  hands 
on  it  easily. 


Titt — You’ll  take  part  in  the  football  game,  I 
suppose,  Mr.  Tatt?  Tatt — Very  sorry,  but  I  don’t 
know  anything  about  the  game.  Why,  I  thought 
you  had  taken  a  full  college  course?  So  I  have; 
but  I  went  to  college  to  study,  merely. 


“I  am  willing  to  release  you  on  your  own  rec¬ 
ognizance,”  says  the  judge.  “How  dat?”  asks 
Mistah  Miffles.  “I’ll  let  you  go  if  you  give  bond 
for  yourself — that  is,  if  you  will  be  responsible 
for  your  own  appearance  in  court.”  “Jedge,  I’d 
like  to  Hblige  yo’,  but  I’se  ’feard  o’  de 
s’cu’ty.” 


Our  Landlady — It’s  the  strangest  thing  in  the 
world!  Do  you  know,  our  dear  old  pet  cat  disap¬ 
peared  very  suddenly  yesterday.  Excuse  me,  Mr. 
Rudolph,  will  you  have  another  piece  of  rabbit 
pie?  Mi*.  Rudolph  (promptly) — No,  thank  you l 
Our  Landlady  (an  hour  later) — That’s  throe 
more  pies  saved.  This  season  will  be  a 
one  indeed. 
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ITEMS  OF  GENERAL  INTEREST 


GIRL  MAKES  CHEAP  DRESS. 

A  dress  that  cost  12  cents  won  the  thrift  prize 
at  the  Calloway,  Ky.,  school  fair  recently.  Miss 
Eunice  McLane'looked  very  attractive  in  her  gown 
costing  a  dime  and  2  cents.  This  is  how  she  did 
it.  In  her  search  for  available  material  she  found 
a  piece  of  oil  cloth  that  had  been  used  on  the 
kitchen  table  for  seven  years.  She  boiled  it,  mak¬ 
ing  it  a  thin,  soft  material,  bought  5  cents’  worth 
of  dye  and  colored  it  pink.  Then  wishing  to  em¬ 
broider  it  she  had  to  pay  7  cents  for  an  em¬ 
broidery  pattern.  She  used  ravelings  of  the  ma¬ 
terial  to  sew  the  dress  up  and  the  ravelings  of  a 
silk  stocking  to  embroider  it  with.  Second  prize 
at  the  school  fair  was  won  by  Lillie  Grogan  with 
a  dress  of  all  new  material  costing  56  cents. 


consequence  was  that  the  animal’s  hind  legs 
showed  many  scars  from  boars’  tusks,  and  he 
was  lucky  that  he  did  not  end  his  career  with 
his  body  ripped  open. 

The  officer  had,  too,  at  one  time  a  fine  but 
somewhat  nervous  charger.  One  day  on  a  pa¬ 
rade  the  mount  suddenly  gave  way  with  the  offi¬ 
cer  and  quietly  lay  down.  The  rider  thought  for 
a  moment  he  was  ill,  but  on  rousing  him  he  im¬ 
mediately  sprang  to  his  feet  again,  quite  fit  and 
w^ell.  A  week  or  so  later  w-hen  riding  with  a 
friend  they  stopped  for  a  moment  to  admire  the 
view,  when  down'  the  horse  went.  It  was  evident 
to  the  officer  that  he  had  been  trained  to  lie  down 
at  a  given  signal,  but  the  man  never  could  dis¬ 
cover  for  the  life  of  him  what  that  signal  was. 


BARRELS  MADE  OF  PAPER. 

Fanners  and  manufacturers  have  felt  the 
ever-increasing  cost  of  barrels,  and  it  has  been 
pointed  out  on  more  than  one  occasion  that  bar¬ 
rels  are  playing  no  small  role  in  the  general 
high-cost-of-living  scheme. 

For  some  time-  inventors  have  been  at  work 
on  the  barrel  problem  with  a  view  to  producing 
cheaper  containers.  Several  of  them  have 
tackled  the  paper  barrel  problem  and  it  appears 
as  though  their  work  has  finally  materialized  into 
something  of  practical  value.  These  paper  oar- 
rels  are  generally  made  in  the  form  of  many 
layers  of  stiff  paper,  held  together  by  some  suit¬ 
able  adhesive  which  may  also  be  watertight  and 
weatherproof. 

The  barrel  is  made  by  a  winding  process  _ em¬ 
ploying  chip  board,  and  is  said  to  cost  one-ton 
less  than  a  wooden  barrel  of  equivalent  size.  T  ie 
inventor  also  claims  greater  strength  for  this 

paper  barrel.  ,  , 

Paper  cans  and  other  containers  can  be  made 
of  wound  paper,  and  no  doubt  much  will  be 
done  along  this  line  in  the  near  future. 


TRICK  HORSES  PROVE  DANGEROUS. 

It  is  not  always  wise  to  teach  a  horse  to  play 
Ticks,  as  is  proved  by  a  story  told  by  an  En0 

irmv  officer.  .  • 

John  Leech’s  inimitable  circus  horse  that  in¬ 
sisted  on  sitting  down  with  his  rider  Z?een®f  e* 
be  heard  a  band  play  was  the  prototype  of 
hone  belonging  to  the  officer  who,  in  a 
moment,  had  taught  it  to  rear  up  and  salaam 
whenever  he  leaned  forward  to  make  a  bo  ^ 

It  was  all  very  pretty  when  the  officer  a  as 
rut  rising  and  met  any  lady  of  his  acquaintance, 
but  it  became  a  nuisance  when  he  was  out .pig 
iticking  in  India.  He  would  lean  forward  to 
Tlopt  the  rush  of  a  charging  boar  with  his  spear— 
an  would  go  the  beast  on  end  just  at  the  moment 
when  the  man’s  safety  depended  on  his  taking 
k  true  and  deadly  aim  with  his  spear  point.  I  he 


GRANT  STATUE  WAS  18  YEARS  IN  MAK¬ 
ING. 

Eighteen  years  in  the  making,  a  memorial  to 
Gen.  U.  S.  Grant  is  nearing  completion  in  Wash-  . 
ington,  and  probably  will  be  unveiled  before  the 
end  of  the  year.  It  is  in  the  form  of  a  mag¬ 
nificent  equestrian  statue  of  bronze,  the  second 
largest  of  its  kind  in  the  world,  mounted  on  a 
granite  pedestal  and  banked  on  the  left  by  a 
casting  of  a  group  of  cavalry  and  on  the  right 
by  a  group  of  artillery,  both  groups  done  in 
bronze.  Two  huge  lions  in  stone  at  the  foot  of 
the  pedestal  complete  the  memorial. 

The  equestrian  figure  stands  15  feet  high, 
wTeighs  10,700  pounds,  and  cost  $250,000.  The 
memorial  is  located  in  the  Botanic  Gardens  at 
the  foot  of  the  Capitol,  and  Congress  has'  ap¬ 
proved  the  removal  of  a  section  of  the  iron  fence 
on  the  east  front  of  the  gardens  to  admit  the 
statue  and  to  provide  space  for  spectators  at  the 
unveiling  ceremonies. 

Authority  for  the  creation  of  the  memorial  was 
given  by  Congress  on  Feb.  23,  1001.  The  compe¬ 
tition  for  the  statue  was  held  in  1902  and  the 
award  was  to  Henry  M.  Shrady,  a  noted  sculptor, 
of  Elmsford,  N.  Y.,  whose  design  was  selected 
by  a  jury  consisting  of  Augustus  Saint-Gaudens, 
Daniel  Chester  French,  Daniel  H.  Burnham  and 
Charles  F.  Mclvim.  The  pedestal  was  designed 
by  Edwrard  Pierce  Casey  of  New  York,  asso¬ 
ciated  with  Mr.  Shrady,  and  was  completed  and 
put  in  place  in  1906. 

The  equestrian  statue  has  just  now  been  fin¬ 
ished,  however,  and  was  shipped  here  in  sections 
by  motor  truck  from  New  York  City. 

The  memorial  to  the  famous  General  and  18th 
President  of  the  United  States  will  bear  no  in¬ 
scription,  according  to  members  of  the  Fine  Arts 
Commission,  who  recently  approved  the  statue 
in  completed  form.  A  member  of  Jthe  Grant 
Memorial  Commission  had  composed  a  lengthy 
inscription,  but  after  careful  consideration  offi¬ 
cials  of  the  commission  and  of  the  Office  of  Pub¬ 
lic  Buildings  and  Grounds  deemed  an  inscrip¬ 
tion  unnecessary. 
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INTERESTING  NEWS  A  RTICLES 


FINDS  $1,100  ON  TRASH  PILE. 

Weeks  ago  W.  F.  Davis  of  Guthrie,  Okla.,  found 
an  old  valise  under  a  house  he  was  moving  and 
threw  it  on  a  trash  pile  in  the  yard.  It  laid  there 
until  a  few  days  ago,  when  he  started  to  haul  the 
trash  away  and  on  close  examination  found  i}>l,lUU 
in  war  savings  stamps  under  a  false  bottom.  In- 
cuirv  developed  the  fact  that  the  valise  was  once 
stolen  from  in  front  of  a  local  hotel  last  spring 
and  belonged  to  David  Secko,  a  traveling  man 
from  Enid.'  The  stamps  were  all  registered  m  his 

name. 


$2,200  LEFT  IN  COAT. 

An  overcoat  belonging  to  Fred  W.  Brant,  a  coal 
operator  of  Garrett,  Pa.,  containing  $2,200,  hung 
in  a  check  booth  at  the  Young  House  for  nearly 
two  weeks,  and  when  called  for  the  other  daj  by 
the  owner  the  wallet  with  the  money  intact  was 
found  just  as  it  was  left  when  he  left  the  hotel. 

Brant  offered  the  hotel  clerk  a  generous  re¬ 
ward.  It  was  politely  refused,  with  the  statement 
the  money  could  not  have  been  safer  in  the  bank, 
and  he  was  paid  by  the  hotel  to  guard  its  guests 
against  loss. 


THEIR  DINNER  Wbq  $100  FOR  EACH 
HUNTER. 

Fifteen  hunters  suddenly  lost  their  appetite  for 
a  venison  dinner  the  other  day,  when  Game  War¬ 
den  Morton  walked  into  their  camp  at  Sandy 
Ridge,  N.  H.,  produced  a  search  warrant  and  un¬ 
covered  the  remains  of  two  fawns,  illegally  killed, 
that  had  supplied  steaks  for  the  feast. 

The  warden  told  the  hunters  that  the  meal 
would  cost  them  $100  a  plate  each,  as  the  law 
compelled  him  to  hold  every  man  as  responsible 
for  having  the  venison  in  his  possession. 


PARADE  OF  KU-KLUX  KLAN. 

More  than  two  hundred  members  of  a  branch 
of  the  Ivu-Klux  Klan  silently  paraded  the  streets 
of  South  Jacksonville,  Fla.,  the  other  night,  com¬ 
pletely  disguised  in  white  caps,  masks  and  gowns, 
and  headed  by  a  herald  bearing  a  flaming  cross. 
No  explanation  of  the  display  was  given. 

In  a  recent  similar  parade  in  Jacksonville  one 
of  the  advance  riders  announced  that  “a  band  of 
solemn,  determined  men”  would  pass  and  wanted 
“no  one  to  follow  them.”  When  the  klansmen 
reached  the  trees  of  the  City  Park  every  light  in 
the  business  district  snapped  out.  They  were 
switched  on  again  a  few  minutes  later  and  the 
riders  had  vanished. 

W.  J.  Simmons,  of  Atlanta,  imperial  wizard  of 
:he  klan,  recently  announced  that  one  of  its  pur¬ 
poses  was  to  maintain  “white  supremacy,”  but 
that  it  would  support  constituted  authority  and 
not  tolerate  lawlessness. 


ANAESTHESIA  USED  IN  CATCHING  FISH. 

An  extraordinary  means  of  catching  fish  is 
practised  by  natives  of  the  Fiji  Islands.  The  bait 
is  “toova,”  a  native  vine  or  creeper.  Having 
pounded  lengths  of  vine  into  pulp,  the  fishermen 


paddle  out  over  coral  reefs.  In  about  12  to  15 
feet  of  water  they  dive  and  fasten  bundles  of 
“toova”  around  rocks  and  crevices  who  e  fish  aro 
known  to  be. 

In  a  few  minutes  all  fish  within  a  radius  of  six 
to  eight  feet  turn  over  on  their  backs  and  float  up 
to  the  surface.  They  are  scooped  up  into  tho 
boats,  and  soon  th  dr  tails  begin  to  wiggle.  If 
thrown  back  into  the  water  the  fish  return  to 
normal  condition. 

The  poisoning  of  water  in  this  country  is  not 
uncommon.  The  weed  buckeye,  when  trampled 
and  bruised,  will  contaminate  a  whole  pond  and 
stupefy  the  fish.  Cattle  are  sometimes  mortally 
poisoned  by  drinking  near-by  water  into  which 
they  have  trampled  the  roots  of  water  hemlock. 


Voi  ce  Thrower  iOc 

Learn  to  throw  your  voice  into  a  TRUNK,  under 
*“ 1  the  bod.  out  in  the  hall  or  anywhere.  Lote  of  FUS 
fooling  the  Teacher,  Janitor,  Policeman,  Parent^ 
.Neighbors,  or  Friends. 

THE  VENTRILO 

isa  little  instrument  that  fits  into  the  mouth  out.  of  slrhl 
B3TS  or  GIRLS  can  use  it.  NEVER  FAILS!  A  32  page  book  on  V«if 

triioquism  sent  with  the  VENTRILO  for  TEN  O-ta. 

NEW  FORD  JOKE  BOOK  1921 


All  the  latest  jokes  on  the  Ford  auto.  Hundreds  of  them 
and  all  good  ones.  Spring1  a  new  one  on  your  neighbors. 

Large  book  with  colored 
cover  by  mail,  10c. 


ROGEN  X-RA 

Price  15  cer.ts 

HERE,  BOYS,  is  iust  whal 
you  want.  With  this  tn« 
strument  you  can  apparently  see  through 
clothes,  see  the  bones  in  your  finger3.  Th  ink  of 
the  fun  you  can  have  with  it.  Sample  by  mail,  15  CENTS. 


SKULL  RING 

Here  is  a  handsome,  up-to-date  Ring, 
representing  a  Skull  and  Cross-bones. 
Has  stones  in  the  eyes  and  loofcr  sotno- 
thine  frightful.  Women  won't  like  it, 
but  for  men  or  boys  it  is  a  great  novelty. 
Sample  &y  mall,  20c 

Gee!  What  a  We  d! 

This  is  STAGE  MONEY 

Looks  like  the  GENUINE  STUFF. 
Some  Green  backs  and  some  Yellow 
backs.  Create  a  BIG  sensation  anion* 
your  friends.  The  girls  will  all  bo 
after  you  when  they  see  the  wad.  BIG 
roll  of  15  pieces  by  mail  lO  cents. 


ENCHANTED  BARREL 


The  Most  Wonderful  Pocket  Trick  Made 
CHANGE  A  CENT  INTO  A  DIME 

Askyourfriendtodropadimeinthebar  Vfh«j 
he  takes  it  out  Behold!  It  is  a  CENT.  You  make 
9  cents  every  time  you  fool  them.  Never  fail*. 
They  cannot  get  on  to  it.  Sample  barm  -  tr 
with  directions  only..,. .  °  C 


The  above  sent  with  large  catalogue 
ROYAL  NOVELTY  CO„ 

424  East  Ave.,  So.  Norwalk.  Conn. 


SUPPLIES 
THE  WORLD 
WITH  COCAINE 


The  most  prof- 
i  t  a  b  1  e  agricul¬ 
tural  product  of 
Bolivia  is  the 
coca  plant,  from 
which  the  anes¬ 
thetic  cocaine  is 
derived.  The 
world  depends 
mainly  for  its 
supplies  of  coca 
leaves  upon  that 
South  American 
country. 

The  Bolivian 
natives  common¬ 
ly  chew  it  for  its 
narcotic  effect. 
It  enables  the  In¬ 
dian  burden  bear¬ 
er  to  go  without 
food  for  a  long 
time,  and  to  work 
long  stretches 
without  rest.  Un¬ 
fortunately,  i  t  s 
continued  use  is 
injurious  to  the 
nervous  system, 
and  is  supposed 
to  have  much  to 
do  with  the  de¬ 
generation  of  the 
native  race  of 
tiie  Bolivian  pla¬ 
teau. 

The  coca  plant 
is  a  shrub  three 
or  four  feet  high. 
Its  leaves  are  of 
an  oval  shape  and 
light  green.  The 
shrub  is  grown  on 
terraces,  built  up 
on  the  hillsides. 
These  terraces 
are  about  ten 
inches  wide,  and 
are  protected  by 
ramparts  of  earth 
faced  with  stones  I 
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mmo  ORDER 


TOBACCO  HABIT 

Crushes  Helpless  Victims  > 

Not  only  is  tobacco  filthy  snd  dmgruntinitr  to 
your  loved  ones,  but  it  contains  a  Deadly  Pci- 
son  which  weakens  heart,  stomach,  lowers 
vitality  and  invites  disease  that  may  shorten 
your  life.  STOP!  Regain  vigor;  but  don't 
shock  your  system  by  trying  to  quit  unaidec . 

EASY  TO  QUIT 

It  makes  no  difference  how  long  yoti  have 
used  tobacco  whether  you  &mok«  cigarettes, 
pipe,  cigar*.  chew  or  u«e  snuff,  Nix  O-Tir.o 
Tefc&cco  Remedy  will  free  vou  from  the  crav¬ 
ing  quickly  and  for  good.  No  further  desire 
for  tobacco.  Guaranteed  harmless.  Has 
cured  thousands  of  worst  cases. 

If  it  cures,  costs  $1.  CCMT  ON  TRIAL 

Kocfcart-eifitfails.  *  rvlril. 

Write  today  for  full  remedy  on  trial 

PERKINS  CHEMICAL  COMPANY,  E-12,  Hasting..  Ncbr. 


BIO  VALUE  for  10  Gis. 

6  Songs,  words  and  music;  25  Pic¬ 
tures  Pretty  Girls;40  Ways  to  Make 
Money;  1  Joke  Book;  1  Book  on 
Bove;  1  Magic  Book;  1  Book  Better 
Writing;  1  Dream  Book  and  For¬ 
tune  Teller;  1  Cook  Book;  1  Base 
Ball  Book,  gives  rules  for  games;  1 
Toy  Maker  Book;  language  of 
Flowers;  1  Morse  Telegraph  Alpha¬ 
bet-  12  Chemical  Experiments; 
Aze  Table;  Great  North  Pole 
—  Game;  100  Conundrums;  3  Puzzles; 

L2  Games;  30  Verses  for  Autograph  Albums.  All 

•jjp  above  by  mail  for  10  ets.  and  cts,  postage. 
JOIAL  SALES  CO.,  Box  20 ,  South  Norwa.k,  Cons. 


WONDERFUL  PHONOGRAPH 

ire  is  our  New  Style  E.  D.  L.  Phonograph— the  latest  improvement— without  the  horn. 
>e  lightest,  most  durable  and  compact  practical  phonograph  ever  produced.  It  i»  beau- 
!uu.  finished  tone  arm  black  japanned,  nickel  winding  crank, accurately  constructed, 
aooth  runn'ng  spring  motor,  which  play.  2  to  3  records  at  one  winding,  epe.d  regu- 
tor  stop  lever  and  felt-covered  turn  table.  New  improved  eound  box  with  mica 
aphragm,  which  make,  perfect  reproduction,  of  all  kinds  of  music 

f -I  p‘*“i  ““‘"it1”"'  1  j° Ip “ >nd 

laysfinyDiscRecorasssrt;1.,.1;;; 

onderful— not  to  be  compared  with  any  other  of  this  kind  WiU 
ve  you  more  entertainment  tiian  an  ything  you  ever  owned  Strong 
id  durable.  Small  and  compact  with  no  part,  to  got  out  of  order. 

VERY  MACHINE  REGULATED  asd  TESTED 

ifore  it  leaves  the  factory  and  guaranteed  in  every  way.  A 
lal  phonograph,  not  a  toy,  y«t  .mall  and  light  .cough  to  be 
irried  to  camp.,  excursion.,  etc.  Gives  a  clearness  and  vol- 
me  of  tone  not  surpassed  by  most  high  -prie.d  iT' * 

-REE  TO  YOU  “SEND  r«G  MONEY 

i.t  your  name  end  -vto  will  eend  you  24  of  our  Art  Pictures  to 
ispoee  of  on  .peclel  offer  »t  25  cents  each.  Send  n.  the  *8 
»u  collect  end  for  your  trouble  we  will  eend  this  new  Improved 
.  D.  L.  Phonograph  end  a  selection  of  6  record!,  free  for 
our  trouble  You  can  dispose  of  picture,  and  earn  thle  great 
,echin»  end  *  the  records  in  a  few  hour.'  *!»••  A/JjrM* 

>  D.  LIFE.  337  W.  Madison  St.,  1T46  CHICAGO 


Free 


Enjoy  year  1921  “RanK^r” 

-  lit  onco.  Karo  money  for  tha 

■mill  monthly  payment*  on  Our  Easy  Pay¬ 
ment  Plan.  Parent*  often  advance  firut 
small  payment  to  help  their  boys  along. 

FACTORY  TO  RIDER  wkolaaale  prleo*. 

Three  bur  model  factories.  44  Styles,  col¬ 
ors  andalzei  lnonr  famous  Ranker  lina.  ^ 
DELIVERED  FR^E,  exj >r#«e  prepaid,  FOR 
30  DAYS  TRIAL.  Select  bicycle  ami  toriua 
that  suit— ca*b  or  easy  payments. 

-  lamp*,  horn*. wheel*.,  part*  and 
B  equipment,  at  half  recall  prices. 

•sa  SEND  NO  MONEY  —  Simply  write  today  for  bl* 
FREE  Ranker  Catalog  and  marvelous  prices  and  term*. 


Mead&?mpinv 


AT  HOME 

QUICKLY  AND  EASILY  | 

Interesting  and  attractive  positions 
— either  at  sea  or  on  land — with 
substantial  salaries,  for  men  anti 
boys  trained  as  Wireless  Opera¬ 
tors.  Salaries  start  at  $123  plus 
Room  and  Board,  which  means 
more  than  $200  a  month.  One 
of  our  recent  graduates  is 
Betting  $(5,000  a  year. 

Get  in  line  for  a  big  posi¬ 
tion  at  a  big  salary!  Let 
us  help  you!  Our  new 
automatic  Wireless  In¬ 
strument,  the  Natroni- 
eter.  Furnished  Free  to 
Every  Student!  Write 
for  ttys  Free  Book  of 
interesting  facts  and 
valuable  information. 

NATIONAL  RADIO  INSTITUTE 
Dept.  474  Washinaton,  D.  C. 

Eassasasfeg 


Any  size  or  style;  astounding  "get 
acquainted  ”  offer;  prices  cut  to  the 
bone.  Don’t  buy  till  you  get  our  new 
prices.  Agents  wanted  ;  large  profits 
in  spare  time.  Big  sample  book  of  lat¬ 
est  styles,  samples  and  agents’  inside 
prices  SENT  FREE.  Everybody  write 
today,  sure;  costs  nothing j  address 

KNlCKtRGGCKER  TAILORING  CO. 

©opt.  A-207A  CHICAGO,  ILL. 


PREEK8ACKS  fl  ©C 

Get  a  bunch  of  Stage  Greenbacks  (not 
counterfeits)  wrap  themaj-ound  your  roll 
andshowyour  friends  what  a  waayoucar- 
•“•ry.BigbunchofS!570for  10c,  tbunche^Se. 

SHEF  NOVELTY  CO.  60St*tiouD,  Beut.GOU  NewYsrk.  N.T. 


HUGE 

|  0 .  silver 

HOYS 

A  Hfikgic  triek 

HARYEL  HFG.  CO..  Dept.  13, 


HEW  HAVEN.  COHN. 


OH  BOYS-CIRLS 


CREAT 

_  ^  _  - SPORT 

im™ssw  2 

VOICE 

V-  ft 


vrlth 

CLAXCPHONE  -  — 

i  under  the  table,  back  of  a  d<*or,  into  a  trunk,  desk 
in  School,  any  old  place  Big  FUN  fooling  Peddlers, 
Policeman,  Friends,  anybody  Several  bovs  writer  -I 
want  more  Claxophone.,  1  had  so  much  l*un  I  can’t 
do  without  them.’  ClaxoDhone  lays  on  your  tongue 
{  unseen,  always  ready  for  use  by  anyone.  lmt.Birds,*c. 

!  Claxophone  with  fall  instructions  end  set  of  Secret 
Writing  Trick.,  also  Magic  Dial  Trick,  all  for  ■* 

S  for  Sic.  (no  stamps).  |  _ 

CLAXO  THICK  CO., Dept.  H  NewHaven.Conn. 


SITS  AMONG 

SNAKES 


Dr.  Marie  Phi- 
Balix  is  making  a 
thorough  study 
of  poisonous  rep¬ 
tiles  and  the 
practical  uses  to 
which  they  can 
be  put.  She 
spends  her  time 
in  the  serpents’ 
house  of  the  fa¬ 
mous  Zoo,  the 
Jardin  de  Pantes, 
where-  she  sits  in 
her  laboratory 
with  her  snakes, 
s  a  1  a  m  a  n  d- 
ers,  singing  toads 
and  grass-green 
tree  frogs  about 
her. 

‘‘Here,”  she 
said,  taking  up  a 
lovely  newt  with 
the  resplendent 
orange  waistcoat 
which  Nature 
gives  him  'for 
courting  times, 
“here  is  a  gentle¬ 
man  whose  poison 
is  not  in  a  gland 
provided  with  a 
fang  but  under 
his  skin,”  and  she 
explained  that 
this  device,  if  it 
left  him  defense¬ 
less  before  his 
enemy  the  snake, 
yet  defended  his 
race,  since  no 
snake  could  eat 
two  newts.  He 
dies  from  the  ef¬ 
fects  of  the  first. 

Mme.  Phisalix 
is  the  only  .wom¬ 
an  engaged  in  re¬ 
search  work  at 
the  Paris  Natur¬ 
al  History  Mu¬ 
seum,  and  she 
holds  a  unique 
position  in  the 
scientific  world. 
She  took  her  de¬ 
gree  at  Sevres 
Women’s  College 
and  was  a  profes¬ 
sor  of  natural  sci¬ 
ence  in  different 
lycees,  which  she 
obtained  in  1900 
with  a  thesis  on 
the  salamander, 
and  poisons  from 
the  medical  point 
of  view. 


Write  to  Iiiker  &  King.  Advertising  Offices,  J18  East  28th  Street,  New  York  City, 
or  8  South  Wabash  Avenue,  Chicago,  for  particulars  about  advertising  in  this  magazine. 


AIDS  TO  EFFICIENCY 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  revise  poems, 
write  music  mid  guarantee  to  secure  publication.  Sub¬ 
mit  poems  on  any  subject.  Broadway  Studios,  1C5C, 
Fitzgerald  Building,  New  York. 

MOTION  PICTURE  PLAYS 

AMBITIOUS  WRITERS  of  Photoplay*.  Short  Mode*. 

Poems,  Songs,  send  today  for  Free  valuable,  in¬ 
structive  book.  "KEY  TO  SUCCESSFUL  WRITING" 
including  C5  helpful  suggestions  on  writing  and  ae.hng. 
Atlas  Publishing  Co.,  522  Butler  Bldg.,  Cincinnati,  O. 

AGENTS 

AGENTS— Steady  income,  large  manufacturer  of  Soaps, 
Perfumes,  Toilet  Articles  and  Pure  Food  Products, 
etc.,  wishes  representative  In  each  locality.  Manu¬ 
facturer  direct  to  consumer.  Big  profits.  Honest  goods. 
Whole  or  spare  time.  Cash  or  credit  Send  at  once 
for  particulars.  American  Products  Co.,  3150  American 
Bldg.,  Cincinnati,  Ohio. 

PERSONAL 

MARRY  FOR  SPEEDY  MARRIAGE:  absolutely  th* 

best,  largest  in  the  country;  established  15  years; 
thousands  wealthy  members,  both  sexes,  wishing  early 
marriage;  confidential  descriptions  free.  The  Old  Re¬ 
liable  Club.  Mrs.  Wrubel,  732  Madison,  Oakland,  CaL 

MARRIAGE  PAPER.  Big  issue  with  descriptions, 

photos,  names  and  addresses,  25  cents.  No  other 
fee.  Sent  sealed.  Box  3317A.  Boston,  Mass. 

BE  A  SPIRIT  MEDIUM:  Give  Readings,  heal  the  sick; 

$10  course  only  $2,  postpaid.  Rev.  F.  A.  Thomas, 
author.  20  Bickerstaff  Street.  Boston,  Mass. 

EARN  $100  WEEKLY — District  Manager — new  line  of 
•vecialtles.  No  capital  needed.  S’ell  to  consumer 
and  dealer.  Big  protit.  Easily  sold.  Arthur  Goerke, 
Manitou,  Colo. 

SELL  PUDDING  POWDERS — delicious  dessert.  Fast 

Sellers — quick  repeaters — Big  Profit.  Send  for  terms 
and  sample.  C.  H.  Stuart  &  Company,  IS  Main, 
Newark,  New  York. 

IF  YOU  WANT  a  good,  true  little  wife,  write  Box  749, 
Chicago,  Illinois,  enclosing  stamped  envelope  for 
reply. 

$13.95  GOODYEAR  RAINCOAT  FREE.  Goodyear 

Manufacturing  Company,  1099  Goodyear  Bldg.,  Kan¬ 
sas  City,  Mo.,  is  making  an  offer  to  send  a  handsome 
raincoat  free  to  one  person  in  each  locality  who  will 
show  and  recommend  it  to  their  friends.  If  you  want 
one,  write  today. — Advertisement. 

MARRY  IF  LONESOME — Ladies'  Membership  Free. 

Gentlemen’s  Membership  two  months  25  cents.  One 
year,  $1.00.  Copy  members  names,  addresses,  10  cents. 
Sweetheart's  Magazine,  Barnes  City,  Iowa. 

MARRY — Thousands  people;  all  ages:  worth  $5,000  to 
$100,000:  anxious  for  marriage;  write  for  mv  list; 
FREE.  Ralph  Hyde,  B-2,  Minna  SL,  San  Francisco, 
Cal. 

ART  AND  DEN  PICTURES 

CAPITOL  AT  NSGKT,  wonderful  picture,  1x2  feet, 
25  cents.  Dv.rso.  Dept.  39.  25  Mulberry,  N.  Y.  City. 

PIMPLES — Acne  eruptions,  face  or  body;  I  know  the 
cause,  my  internal  treatment  removes  it:  my  special 
external  preparation  eradicates  all  blemishes  and  re¬ 
stores  natural  skin.  Booklet  for  stamp.  Dr.  Rodgers, 
135  East  47th  SL,  Chicago. 

BEAUTIFUL  BATHING  GIRLS:  Ten  samples,  actual 
photographs,  25'  cents.  P51  Progress  Publications, 
St.  Louis. 

REAL  FRENCH  GIRL  Poses  kind  that  pleases.  Sample 
25  ots..  dozen  $2.50,  two  dozen  51.  Ou.  bhlmmie 
Dancer.  She’s  alive  boys.  Sample  25  cts..  dozen  $1.50. 
Oriental  Dancer,  Hula  Hula  Dancer.  Sample  25  cts. 
Dozen  $1.50.  Book  exposing  gambling  25  cts..  Illus¬ 
trated  Club  and  Sporting  Goods  Catalogue,  10  cts.  for 
Mailing,  Printing,  etc.  Hamiltons  Company,  Barnes 
City,  Iowa. 

WRITE  Lillian  Sproul.  Station  H,  Cleveland,  O.,  if 
you  wish  a  pretty  and  wealthy  wife.  Enclose  stamped 
envelope. 

SINCERE  LADIES  and  GENTLEMEN  who  wish  to 
marrv.  Confidential  and  satisfaction.  Box  73,  Arcade 
Station,  Los  Angeles,  Calif. 

FOR  SALE 

BIG  OPPORTUNITIES  for  you  in  Kalkaska  and 

Antrim  counties,  Mich.  Make  a  home  on  hardwood 
land  growing  big  crops  of  clover,  alfalfa,  grains, 
potatoes,  etc.  $15  to  $35  per  A.  Easy  terms.  10  to 
160  acres.  Schools,  churches,  railroad,  markets.  Own 
your  own  home.  Booklet  free.  Swigart  Land  Co., 
M1268  First  Nat’l  Bank  Bldg.,  Chicago,  Ill. 

MARRYI  FREE  DIRECTORY  with  descriptions  and 
photos.  Bonafide  Co.,  Dept.  41,  Kansas  City.  Mo. 

LONELY  MAIDEN,  2S,  would  marry.  Write  for  pic¬ 
ture.  Box  150K.  Syracuse.  N.  Y. 

MARRY.  Successful  "Home  Maker.”  Hundreds  rich. 

Confidential,  reliable,  years’  experience,  description* 
free.  The  Successful  Club.  Box  556.  Oakland,  CaL 

MARRY  RICH,  hundreds  anxious,  descriptive  list  free. 

satisfaction  guaranteed.  Select  Club.  Dept.  A.  Rapid 
City.  So.  Dak. 

SILK  REMNANTS.  Largest  packages  yet  offered.  Square 
of  stamped  satin  free  with  every  package.  15  cts. 
Silk  Manufacturers  Agency,  Portland.  Me. 

SIXTH  AND  SEVENTH  BOOKS  OF  M06ES.  Egyptian 
secrets.  Black  art,  other  rare  books.  Catalog  free. 
Star  Book  Co.,  R-122,  Camden.  N.  J. 

HELP  WANTED 

WANTED — 1,500  Railway  Traffic  Inspectors:  no  exper¬ 
ience  ;  train  for  tills  profession  thru  spare  time  home- 
study;  easy  terms:  $110  to  $200  monthly  and  expenses 
guaranteed,  or  money  back.  Outdoors:  local  or  travel¬ 
ing;  under  big  men  who  reward  ability.  Get  Free 
Booklet,  CM-101,  Standard  Business  Training  Inst., 

Buffalo,  N.  Y. 

MARRY:  Thousands  congenial  people,  worth  from 

$1,000  to  $50,000  seeking  early  marriage,  description*, 
photos,  introductions  free.  Sealed.  Either  sex.  Seed 
no  money.  Addregs  Standard  Cor.  Club.  Grayslake.  11L 

GET  MARRIED — Best  Matrimonial  paper  published. 

Mailed  FREE.  American  Distributor,  Suite  217, 
Blairsville,  Penna. 

MARRY — FREE  PHOTOS  beautiful  ladies;  description* 

and  directory;  pay  when  married.  New  Plan  Co., 
Dept.  245,  Kansas  City.  Mo.  ^ 

STOP  DAILY  GRIND.  Start  Silvering  Mirrors,  Auto 
headlights,  tableware,  etc.  Plans  free.  Clarence 

Sprinkle,  Dept.  73,  Marion,  Tnd. 

MARRY — MARRIAGE  DIRECTORY  with  photo*  and 

descriptions  free.  Pay  when  married.  The  Exchange. 
Dept.  545.  Kansas  City,  Mo. 

MEN  WANTED  for  Detective  Work.  Experience  un¬ 
necessary.  Write  J.  Ganor,  Former  TJ.  S.  Govt.  De¬ 
tective,  132.  St.  Louis,  Mo. 

DETECTIVES  EARN  BIG  MONEY.  Great  demand  for 
men  and  women.  Fascinating  work.  Particulars  free. 
Write.  American  Detective  System,  1968  Broadway, 
New  York. 

SCIENTIFIC 

YOUR  FUTURE  FORETOLD:  Send  dime,  birth  date 

for  truthful,  reliable  convincing  trial  reading.  Haze] 
Hause,  Box  215K.  Los  Angeles,  CaL 

THE  KEY  TO  WEALTH.  Send  birth  date  end  50 

cts.  to  Mrs.  Anna  Steininger.  Harrisburg,  Pa.  Bx.  549. 

LADIES  WANTED,  and  MEN,  too,  to  address  envel¬ 
opes  and  mail  advertising  matter  at  home  for  largo 
mail  order  firms,  spare  or  whole  time.  Can  make 
$10  to  $35  wkly.  No  capital  or  experience  required. 
Book  explains  everything:  send  10  cts.  to  cover  postage, 
etc.  Ward  Pub.  Co..  Tilton.  N.  H. 

CRYSTAL  GAZING — How  to  develop  efficiency.  Send 

stamp  for  free  instructions.  Birthday  readingi. 

Strong  and  weak  points.  Health,  Business.  Marriage 
and  other  valuable  hints.  Twenty-fiTe  cents.  "Zancig," 

Asbury  Park,  X.  J. 

BE  A  DETECTIVE.  Opportunity  for  men  and  women 
for  secret  investigation  in  your  district.  Write  C.  T. 
Ludwig.  521  ‘ Westover  Bldg..  Kansas  City.  Mo. 

YOUR  LIFE  STORY  in  the  stars.  Send  birth  date  and 

dime  for  trial  reading.  Sherman  Rapid  City.  S.  Dak. 

DETECTIVES  earn  big  money.  Travel  and  good  op¬ 
portunities.  We  show  you  how.  Write  American 
School  of  Criminology.  Dept.  M.  Detroit.  Midi. 

ASTROLOGY— STARS  TELL  LIFE’S  STORY.  Send 
birtlulate  and  dime  for  trial  reading.  Eddy,  4307 
Jefferson.  Kansas  City.  Mo.  Apartment  73. 

MISCELLANEOUS 

PATENTS.  Trademark,  Copyright— foremost  word  free 
Long  experience  es  patent  solicitor.  Prompt  advice 
cnarpeg  very  reasonable.  Correspondence  solicited.  Ke- 
fultB  procured.  Metzger,  Washington,  D.  C. 

ELECTRICAL  Tattooing  MHchine.  $3,  $5  and  $7  Cata¬ 
logue  for  stamp.  J.  H.  Temke.  1019  Vine.  K,  Cin- 
cinnutt,  O. 

BOOKS— PHOTOS — NOVELTIES — Just  what  vou  want 
Big  illustrated  catalog,  10  cent*.  United  Sales  Co  ’ 
Springfield,  Ill. 

SONGWRITERS 

HAVE  YOU  SONG  POEMS?  I  have  best  proposition. 

RAY  H I IIRKLFR  DIM.  4040  Dicker*  At*..  Chicago 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG!  W#  will  wrttS 

the  music  and  guarantee  publication  jo  a  rcv-alty 
basis.  Suomtt  poems  on  anv  s-bi*  t  Setwn  Xtuaie 
Company,  920  S  Michigan  At*  .  Room  lfl  ChtoigA. 

WRITE  A  SONG  POEM — 1  compoee  music  and  gearii 
antee  publication.  Send  poem  today,  ■.  n 
$810  Broadway,  Room  1C7,  Chicago. 

STAMMERING 

IT-STU -T-T-TERlNG  *nd  suancrrlu*  cured  »t  home. 

Ia*uucu»e  bocVlct  free  Welter  McDonnell,  15 
p>; •<■*.•  lUak  Bids  ._\V»shlni{ ton.  D.  C. _ 

THEATRICAL 

GET  ON  THE  STAGE.  I  tell  you  howl  Send  8  eta. 
poet-;#  for  Uhwtreied  Stage  Book  and  full  par- 
H.  Lalvle.  Box  557.  1.06  Angeles,  Cal. 

TOBACCO  HABIT 

TOBACCO  or  Sm.ff  Habit  cured  or  no  pay.  $1  If 
eured  Reraedf  sent  on  trial.  Superba  Co.,  TC. 

Bal  un  ore  Md _ 

TOBACCO  KILLS  MANLY  VIGOR.  Quit  habit  easily. 

Any  form,  chewing,  smoking  or  snuff,  cured  or  no 
charge.  If  cured,  $1.  Stops  craving,  harmless.  Full 
remedy  on  trial.  Perkins  Co..  B-»l  Hastings,  Nebr. 


A  true 
hair  grower 

Sworn  proof  of  hair  growth  after  fcaldness.  Amaz¬ 
ing  reports  of  legions  of  users  of  Kotalko,  in  stopping 
loss  of  hair,  overcoming  dandruff,  conquering  baldness. 
Here's  the  fairest  offer  in  the  ivorld — use  Kotalko.  If 
it  doesn’t  do  all  you  expect,  get  your  money  back !  For¬ 
get  past  bad  luck  with  your  hair.  Thi3  is  something 
different.  Get  KOTALKO  at  any  busy  druggist’s.  Or 
mail  10  cents  for  testing  proof  box  with  guarantee  to 

Kotalko  Office,  BD-375,  Station  X,  New  York 


Goitre 


Cured  a*  home;  worst  cases. 
No  pain.  No  cost  if  it  fails. 
SJCCCSsfnKy  osed  for  13  yarns. 
Writs  for  Freo  Book  and  testj- 

monitic.  GOlTRCNS  COMPANY, 
438  Wo«t  63rd  Sir  cot,  CblciEv, 


Pink  Cameo  Ring  FREE 

Cameo ■  are  set  in  fine  gold  filled  ring.  Guar¬ 
anteed  for  three  years.  To  make  frienus  and  in¬ 
troduce  our  Magazine  and  Ring  bargains,  send 
15  cts  for  a 9  months’  subscription, and  this  Ring, 
your  size,  will  be  sent  FREE:  postpaid.  M. 
focPhiltips  Secv.,  615  vV.  43d  St.,  OtpU 
4-  if—  New  York. 


HOWTO  SHAKE  LOVST 

(NEW  BOOK) Tells  how  to  Ge* 
Acquainted;  How  to  Begin  Courtship 
How  to  Court  a  Bashful  Girl;  to  Woo  a 
|}  Widow;  to  win  an  Heiress;  bow  to  catch 
’  a  Rich  Bachelor;  how  to  manage  your 
beau  tomake  him  proposeihow  to  make 
your  fellow  or  girl  love  you;  v/hat  to  do 
before  and  after  the  wedding.*  Tells 
other  things  necessary  for  Lovers  to 
know.  Sample  cory  by  mail  10  cents. 
iOiAL  BOOK  CO.,  Bex  9  So.  Kcrwalk,  Coco- 

SORENESS  HEALED 

■ore  or  open  legs,  ulcers,  enlarged  veins, 
eczema  healed  while  yon  work.  Write  for 
free  book  and  describe  yonr  own  case. 

A.  C.  Ll«p«,  1457  Green  Hay  Av..Mll>t«iik#i>,  Wis. 

BOYS  AIR  RIFLE 


This  fine  Rifle  free  lor  selling  only  ko  piece*  ui  our 
Jewelry  st  10c  each.  Jewelry  and  Rifle  sent  prepai  I 

EAGLE  WATCH  CO.,  O.pt. 365  EA»»  BOSTON.  MASS. 

■■■Too  Fat? 

Get  Korein  tabules.  Follow 
simple  Korein  system  and  re¬ 
duce  10to60  lbs.,  or  more,  under 
5100  money  refund  guarantee. 
Absolutely  wholesome;  en¬ 
dorsed  by  physicians.  The  fat 
seem3  to  melt  away.  By  proper 
reduction  you  will  make  won- 
gn  n  in  physical  and  mental  energy.  Add 
year,  to  yonr  life.  Best  method  in  the  world  to. 
be-.oir.e  .lender  quickly,  safely,  inexpensively—  and 
•tsy  thin.  Get  KOREIN  TABULES  at  all  busy 
druggist.';  or  write  now  for  FREE  BROCHURE  tc 
Kwrera  Company,  NA-375.  Station  X.  New  York. 


A*—  i*-f>  V—*— . 


S  Signet  Kin..  FP EF..  Hr.vi 

Wirrint#'1  l/dtri.  CyvUm 
r'tf n  sol  d  jr'fki  rieafrn  To 
§r.d  1  fitrod* *#■#  mi  v»~azlr»«  and  Rinff 
bargain,  s*od  2‘>  rta  for  a  year'*  0  b- 

Lnvno*  *  d  tn*.  K*nar,  your  rtv/ot 

ttm'a  •  'rraved,  will  h#  a#n»  t’Uj  fu 
fr'a'pajd  M -  *ay.,  611 

V# 


least  $2.  <5.  Everybody  wearing  these  semi- 
dress  Gray  Flannel  Shirts  for  business,  work  and  sport. 

FrankSin  Broadcloth  Flannel  Shirts 
Two  $3.00  Shirts  for  Only  $3.69 
Made  of  fine  qnality  Franklin  Broadcloth  Gray  Flannel.  Special 
Winter  weight.  One  large  pocket,  faced  sleeves  and  matched 

§earl  buttons.  Cut  Extra  Full.  Plait  Front  Style.  Dopble- 
titened  thru-out.  Soft  turn-down  collar  with  sateen  faced 
neckband.  Thoroughly  Shrunk.  Try  to  match  these  shirts 
in  any  store  at  $3.00.  Yet  we  offer  you  two  for  only  S3 .69. 
fiftflri  Wn  Makau  Write  today.  Shirts  will  be  sent  at  once. 
wOllU  liU  .flv/Rcy  transportation  prepaid.  Pay  only  $3.69on 
arrival— no  more.  Money  back  at  once  if  aot  more  than  pleased 
with  the  wonderful  value.  Be  auro  to  give  neck-bsud  size. 

BERNAK3-HEWITT8CCJ.  Dept.  00741,  CH1CA60 


™SFREE 

Gold-plated  Lavalliere  and 
Chain,  pair  Larbobs,  Gold- 
plated  Expansion  Bracelet 
with  Im.  Watch,  guaranteed 
quality  and  3  Gold-plated 
Rings  ALL  FREE  for 
selling  only  15  pieces 
Jewelry  at  10  cents  each. 
Columbia  Novalty  Co. 
Hep  Boston,  fll ass* 


GET  ON  THE  STM 

Tel?  You  How!  Stage  Work  and  Cabaret 
Entertaining  successfully  taught  by  mail.  Youi  BIQ 
opportucivy.  Travel,  see  the  world  as  vaudeville 
actor  or  actress.  My  prreat  Professional  Course— 
only  one  of  its  kind— COVERS  ALL  BRANCHES, 
Develops  Personality#  Confidence,  Skill  and  tclia 
you  Jpst  how  to  get  oa  the  Stage.  Send  6c  postage 
for  illustrated  booklet,  “All  About  Vaudeville.*S * * * 9 


Btato  ago  and  occupation.  Write  for  this  free  Stagre  Look  today! 

FREDERIC  LA  DELLE  Box  557-X  LOS  ANGELES,  CALIF, 


oi  I>  COINS  WANTED 

$2  to  $bUU  EACH  paid  for  HuudrcUs  of 
Coins  dated  before  lbl)5.  Keep  ALL  old 
Money.  You  may  have  Coins  v.  orth  a 
Large  Premium.  Send  10c.  for  new 
Illustrated  Coin  Value  Book,  size  4x0. 
Get  Posted  at  Once. 


CLARKE  COIN  CO.,  Box  35,  Le  Roy,  N.  Y. 


QUICK  HAIR  GROWTH! 
Bqx  Free  To  You 1 


Would  You  Like  Such  a  Result  as  This? 


Ho  ynti  wa»t,  free,  a  trial  box  of  Kos> 
kott,  that  bat  proved  auccoasfiil  In  to  rnauj 
ease.?  If  so,  you  need  only  to  answer  this  adv. 
by  poutcard  or  letter,  e  iklng  for  FREE  BOX, 
This  farneut  preparation  is  for  dandruff,  thin¬ 
ning  hair  and  eewral  forma  of  f£—  *5.  JJ-  E.» 
EALONESS.  In  many  cases,  B*  K  !&  t 
a  now  hilr  growth  hat  been  reported  whea 
all  else  had  failed.  Ho  why  n«t  ace  fop 
youraelft  Ko.kott,  la  used  b,v  men  and 
women!  It  It  perfectly  harmless  and  often 
•tarta  hair  growth  in  a  few  dajt.  Aridroa*  1 

Koskott  Laboratory,  KA-S75,  Station  F,  Now  York,  N.Y, 


A  f  AT'O 

*  WHISKERS 


Why  does  a  cat 
have  whiskers  ? 
asks  the  Popular 
Science  Monthly. 
This  qu  e  s  t  i  o  n 
comes  under  the 
larger  one — what 
is  the  function  of 
eye  appendages  ? 
Mr.  P.  F.  Swindle 
has  investigated 
this  subject  very 
thoroughly,  and 
h'  has  formed 
some  startling 
conclusions,  which 
he  reports  in  the 
American  Journal 
of  Psychology. 

Your  First 
Reader  told  you, 
in  simple  words 
and  large  type, 
that  pussy’s 
whiskers,  wide  as 
his  body,  were 
there  to  warn 
him  of  the  sized 
hole  he  could 
crawl  through 
but  that  reason 
did  not  suit 
psychologists,  and 
they  have  recent¬ 
ly  proved  that 
whiskers  aid  the 
c;  t’s  eye. 

Most  animals 
have  eye  append¬ 
ages  that  seem  to 
obstruct  their 
vision.  And  many 
of  those  that 
haven't  any  use 
substitutes  —  the 
snake,  for  in¬ 
stance,  continual¬ 
ly  thrusts  out  its 
tongue.  Put,  ac¬ 
cording'  to  Mr. 
Swindle’s  investi¬ 
gations,  these  ob¬ 
structing  append¬ 
ages  really  aid 
the  eye.  When 
an  animal  watch¬ 
es  its  prey  or 
stares  at  a 
branch  that  it  in¬ 
tends  to  land  on 
i  t  wiggles  i  t  s 
w  h  i  s  k  e  r  s  con¬ 
stantly  and  there¬ 
by  rests  its  eyes. 
Thus,  instead  of 
becoming  blurred 
in  time,  the  object 
|  it  watches  is  al- 
|  ways  sharply  da- 
|  fined. 


OUR  TEN-CENT  HAND  BOOKS 


WILD  WEST  WEEKLY 


Useful,  Instructive,  and  Amusing.  They  Contain 
Valuable  Information  on  Almost  Every  Subject 

No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAK EK.— Containing 
fourteen  illustrations,  giving  the  different,  positions 
requisite  to  become  a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocu¬ 
tionist.  Also  containing  gems  from  all  the  popular 
authors  of  prose  and  poetry. 

No.  32.  HOW  TO  ItlOE  A  BICYCLE.— Containing  in¬ 
structions  for  beginners,  choice  of  a  machine,  hints  on 
training,  etc.  A  complete  book.  Full  of  practical  illus¬ 
trations. 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES.— A  complete  and 
useful  little  book,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations 
ot  billiards,  bagatelle,  backgammon,  croquet,  domi¬ 
noes,  etc. 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS.— Containing 
all  the  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles, 
curious  catches  and  witty  sayings. 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.— 
A  wonderful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  infor¬ 
mation  in  the  treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ail¬ 
ments  common  to  every  family.  Abounding  in  useful 
and  effective  recipes  for  general  complaints. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY,  PIGEONS 
AND  RABBITS. — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Hand¬ 
somely  illustrated. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Includ¬ 
ing  hints  on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats, 
squirrels  and  birds.  Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously 
Illustrated. 

No.  41.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MEN’S 
JOKE  BOOK.— Containing  a  great  variety  of  the  latest 
Jokes  used  by  the  most  famous  end  men.  No*amateur 
minstrels  is  complete  without  this  wonderful  little  book. 

No.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAK¬ 
ER. — Containing  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches, 
Negro,  Dutch  and  Irish.  Also  end  men's  jokes.  Just 
the  thing  for  home  amusement  and  amateur  shows. 

No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN.— Contain¬ 
ing  the  grandest  assortment  of  magical  illusions  ever 
placed  before  the  public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incan¬ 
tations,  etc. 

No.  44.  HOW’  TO  W  RITE  IN  AN  ALBUM.— A  grand 
collection  of  Album  Verses  suitable  for  any  time  and 
occasion,  embracing  Lines  of  Love,  Affection,  Senti¬ 
ment,  Humor,  Respect,  and  Condolence,  also  Verses 
Suitable  for  Valentines  and  Weddings. 

No.  45.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL 
GUIDE  AND  JOKE  BOOK. — Something  new  and  very 
instructive.  Every  boy  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it 
contains  full  instructions  for  organizing  an  amateur 
minstrel  troupe. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY’.— 

A  description  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and 
electro  magnetism;  together  with  full  instructions  for 
making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries,  etc.  By  George  Trebel, 
A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  illustrations. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE  AND  DRIVE  A 
HORSE.— A  complete  treatise  on  the  horse.  Describing 
the  most  useful  horses  for  business,  the  best  horses  for 
the  road;  also  valuable  recipes  for  diseases  peculiar  to 
the  horse. 

#  No.  48.  IIOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  CANOES —A 
handy  book  for  boys,  containing  full  directions  for  con¬ 
structing  canoes  and  the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing 
them.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE.— Giving  rules  for  con¬ 
ducting  debates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  dis¬ 
cussion  and  the  best  sources  for  procuring  information 
on  the  question  given. 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS  — 

A  valuable  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting  pre¬ 
paring,  mounting  and  preserving  birds,  animals  arid  in¬ 
sects. 


No.  51.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Con¬ 
taining  explanations  of  the  general  principles  of  slei^bt- 
of-huml  applicable  to  card  tricks;  of  cards  tricks  with 
ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring  sleight-of-hand;  of 
tricks  involving  sleight-of-hand,  or  the  use  of  sne- 
cially  prepared  cards.  Illustrated.  pe 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS.— Giving  the  rules 
end  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Cribhage  Ca- 
•lno,  Forty-Five,  Rounce,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  r’oker 
Auction  Pitch,  All  Fours  and  many  other  popular  games 


For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  anv 
addreas  on  receipt  of  price.  10c.  per  copy,  In 
money  or  stamps,  by 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, 


168  West  23d  Street, 


New  York. 


LATEST  ISSUES 

912  Young  Wild  Wrest  and  the  Mine  Girl ;  or  The  Ker 
Band  of  Silver  Shaft.  e 

Exposing  the  Express  Robbers;  or.  With  Ar 
in  Gold  Dust  City. 

and  the  Cowboy  Trailer;  or.  The  Rancbma 
Revenge. 

and  the  Missing  Scout;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Ms 
man. 

Doomed  to  Death;  or,  Arietta  and  Ritle  One. 
on  Golden  Trail;  or.  Mystery  pf  Magic  Pass 
lighting  the  Indians;  or  Uprising  of  the  Ut 

°nCoawboytle  Rauge:  or'  Arl«»a  and  the  -Ba 

GaHop  for  Glory;  or.  Death  of  Ace  High 
Sliver  Search;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Lost  Treasu 
at  Death  Gorge;  or,  Charlie’s  Hard-Pan  Hit 
and  “Monterey  Bill”;  or,  Arietta’s  Game  of  Bln 
and  the  Deadsbot  Cowboys ;  or  a  Hi JhB  o 
Time  at  Buckhorn  Ranch  ’  A  Hlgh  ° 

CAri'Vta'?£lff;  "•  Tba  Sh°‘  Tb„  Sa.t 
Jh,re.%Ga-v  Huat!  or.  Raiders  of  Red  Ravine 
of  Ibe  l?„5“an‘  :  °r’  Tbe  WUta  0*rt  Captl- 
“shower  D1SPUtCd  Cla‘“:  "•  Artattt'a  Gold, 
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926 

927 


928 
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ai Failed6  Greaser  Gulde:  or>  The  Trap  Th; 

Ripping  Round-Up;  or.  Arietta’s  Prairie  Per 
loughest  Trail;  or,  Baffled  by  Bandits 

Ton°rbid<ien  PaSS”;  and’  Ilow  Ar^tta  Pa, 

anBrltJaedeDdian  Traitor;  or’  Charf?e  of  the  ‘Re« 

aURope 6  ^Iasked  Cowboy;  or.  Arietta’s  Rea< 

Daughter;  or,  A  Hot  O 

“of  the  lautaHFeT'rTanr0rS'':  0r'  K°a'1  A«a 

A  Wild"  Mustang0’’6  jMk":  °r’  Ar,a«>  “«  ' 

Ca^U«  Renders;  or,  Crooked  Work 
tee  mg  (i  Kanch. 

Four  Foes;  or,  Secret  Band  of  Cold  Camp 
Rbersf°r  Gold*  or’  Arietta  and  the  Bank  Rc 

“fie  Eo^'iea001  T°“"St:  °r’  A  Grl“*  n" 

E?M.a*cSSs?,  °r- Atie,,a  *> 

Crossing  the  Dead  Line;  or,  The  Feud  of  f 
Cowboys  and  Sheep  Herders.  c 

0 ’steamer fT°y  Hunter;  or>  ArIeGa  and  the  Gai 

on  tim  Desert  of  Death;  or,  Hemmed  in  1 
Bandits.  *u  ' 

“0ri»l7  oStef"'  °r’  F'eb,h,S  Tb,lr  * 
amt  “P.aohtde  Ralph";  or.  The  Worst  Coat 
in  Texas. 

Shooting  for  Glory;  or.  The  Cowbov  JuhiW 
Keel  Dog. 

Bowie  Battle;  or.  Arietta-  and  the  Mine  Qu 
Commanding  the  Cavalry;  or.  The  Last  FL 
of  the  Apaches.  ^ 

and  “Digger  Dan”;  or.  Arietta’s  Danger  Sigr 
Working  His  Lasso;  or,  The  Lariat  Gang  of 
tattle  Range. 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  «nT 
dress  on  receipt  of  price,  7c.  per  copy,  in  money  or  n 
tage  stamps,  by  v 

HARRY’  E.  WOLFF,  Pub.,  166  W.  23d  St,,  N,  1 
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SCENARIOS  5KV- 

By  JAMES  P.  COG  AN  Trice  35  Cent.  Ter  Coi 

This  book  contains  all  the  most  recent  changes  In  t 
method  of  construction  and  submission  of  .cenarlc 
Sixty  Lessons,  covering  eTery  phase  of  scenario  wrl 
ing,  from  the  most  elemental  to  the  most  adranc 
principles.  This  treatise  covers  everything  a  pers* 
must  know  in  order  to  make  money  as  a  succes&f 
scenario  writer.  For  sale  by  all  News-dealer*  at 
Kook-Mores  If  you  cannot  procure  a  copy,  send  i 
the  price,  35  cents,  in  money  or  postage  stamp*,  ty 
"ill  mall  you  one.  postage  free.  Address 
L.  8KNARENS.  219  Seventh  New  York.  N 
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